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INCE  this  magazine  appears  in 
April,  we  had  to  choose  be- 
tween showers  and  fools.  We 
selected  the  latter  as  suiting 
us  better.  Therefore  with  the  deepest 
affection  and  esteem  we  dedicate  this, 
the  token  of  our  kinship,  to 

Air.  Thomas  D .  Foolery. 
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LITERARY 


A  STAR 

Out  of  the  black  of  a  gloomy  night 

Gleams  a  star. 
A  point  of  radiant,  silver  light 
Like  the  tiny  flame  of  a  candle  bright. 
Through  a  big  gray  cloud  it  blinks, 

Does  this  star, 
And  then  behind  the  moon  it  sinks, 
Appears  again,  and  at  me  winks. 

Catherine  Ernst. 
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THE    GOLDEN-ROD 


AXSWEBS  TO  COEBESPOXDEXTS 

Due  to  the  limited  space  we  are 
unable  to  answer  all  letters  received 
but  otliers  will  be  published  when 
space  permits. 

D.  Arne — For  mending  the  air  which 
was  rent  with  shouts  on  your 
husband's  return,  use  either  a 
sailor's  yarn  or  the  thread  of  a 
discourse,  according  to  the  size 
of  the  rent. 

O.  K.  K. — We  know  of  nothing  that 
will  mend  jokes  cracked  in  after- 
dinner  speech.  Usually  they  are 
so  old  as  to  be  beyond  repair. 

Dolly — We  referred  your  letter  to  the 
Motherhood  Dept.,  who  said  that 
a  monkey-wrench  would  be  the 
most  suitable  Christmas  gift  for 
your  pet  ape. 

Beauty — Your  question  regarding 
the  complexion  has  been  re- 
ferred to  the  department 
"Cheek-to-cheek  Talks,"  which 
you  will  find  on  page  of  this 
number. 

Raindon — We  are  sorry  on  our  own 
account  as  well  as  yours  that  we 
know  of  no  place  where  they  re- 
cover borrowed  umbrellas. 

Amateur  Actress — For  the  scene 
where  you  are  eating  fruit  when 
the  fire  breaks  out,  you  should 
wear  burnt  orange  with  watered 
ribbons  and  garden  hose.  An 
alarm  clock  should  be  among 
the  stage  furnishings. 

"Brownie"  Whitehead. 

Must  Have  Been  a  Penthouse 

"Where  is  your  "House  of  the  Sev- 
en Gables?" 

"O-mi-gosh!  I  left  it  in  my  home 
room." 

Then  there  is  the  Sotchman  who 
stayed  at  home  and  let  his  mind 
wander. 

My  analyze  over  the  ocean, 
My  analyze  over  the  sea, 
Oh,  who  will  go  over  the  ocean 
And  bring  back  my  anatomy. 

—Ex. 


Xo  Wonder  It  Sounded  Hollow 

Professor:    "What  is  a  vacuum?" 
Stude:  "I  have  it  in  my  head,  but  I 
can't  think  of  it  just  now." 

Did  you  know  that  the  corridor  in 
the  vicinity  of  room  213  is  referred 
to  by  the  traffic  squad  as  "Thomp- 
son's Corner?" 

Mr.  Lyon  (discussing  solutions  in 
chem.) :  "Never  mind  'supersaturat- 
ed' now;  let's  get  'saturated.'" 

Voice:  "Do  you  mean  soused?" 

Do  you  like  codfish  balls? 
I   don't   know;    I  never  attended 
one. 

— Ex. 

Pete:  "Mister,  will  you  please  hold 
my  books?" 

Principal :  "Son,  do  you  know  that 
I  am  the  principal  of  this  school?" 

Pete:  "Oh,  that  is  all  right;  you 
look  honest  enough." 


Senior  (to  soph,  scratching  his 
head) :  "Do  you  still  get  a  kick  play- 
ing with  wooden  blocks? 

Soph.:  "Why,  of  course  not." 
Senior:     "Then   leave   your   head 
alone." 

Buried  here 
Lies  Eddie  Lakes — 
Going  sixty 
Forgot  the  brakes. 

Herbert  Morris 

Miss  Tuthill:  "What  is  the  mean- 
ing of  'Posthumus'  on  a  musical 
composition?" 

Bright  student:  "Written  after 
death." 

When  all  the  beasts  are  gathered  in, 

And  Peter  shuts  the  gate, 
At  heaven's  door,  as  here  in  school 

Will  seniors  come  in  late? 

"Now  we  will  hear  a  little  silence." 


THE    GOLDEN-ROD 


Perhaps  He's  Right 

Miss  Crocket  (talking  of  the  prize 
the  G.  R.  won  in  the  national  con- 
test) :  "Besides  being  classified  as  to 
the  type  of  school,  the  magazines 
were  also  classified  as  to  the  number 
of  inhabitants." 

Voice  from  rear:  "You  don't  mean 
inhabitants,  you  mean  inmates." 

John  M. :  "I  can't  run  the  hundred 
today,  coach." 

Mr.  Wilson:  "Dash  it!" 

The  Hall  Is  a  Good  Example 

What  are  you  taking  up  in  school? 
Everything      that      isn't      nailed 
down." 

A  school  teacher  (helping  a  little 
soph  to  fasten  his  coat) :  "Did  your 
mother  hook  this  coat  for  you?" 

"No,"  was  the  indignant  reply. 
"She  bought  it." 

"Marblehead" 

Paul  (in  English  class) :  "Hey, 
Miss  Raycroft,  you  know  that  last 
sentence  we  just  corrected?  Well,  I 
think  .  .  ." 

Frank  (interrupting) :  "With 
what?" 


Why  Not  Write  More  Legibly? 

Teacher:  "Smith,  this  is  the  third 
time  I  have  seen  you  looking  on  your 
neighbor's  paper." 

Smith:  "Yes,  sir;  he  writes  so 
badly." 

Teacher:  "What  does  'sic  transit' 
mean?" 

Student:  "An  ambulance." 

EPITAPH  0>    A  SOPH'S  GRAVE 

Here  lies  a  poor  and  lowly  soph, 

To  him  we  send  our  praises: 

In  English,  he  amused  the  class 

By  using-  perfect  phrases, 

In    French    you    should    have    heard     . 

him, 
He   couldn't   "parlez-vous," 
He  once  ( ?)  was  bounced  from  study 

hall 
Because  he  liked  to  chew. 
He  never  did  his  homework, 
We're  certain  that  he  knew 
The  meaning-  of  that  little  phrase 
"Report  at  half  past  two." 

Tom    Collins 

Overheard  in  Squantum's  Own  Toon- 
erville  Trolley 

"Better  keep  your  head  inside  the 
window,  sonny." 

Wet:  "I'll  keep  it  out  if  I  want  to." 
"Certainly,"  warned  the  conductor, 
"but  if  you  damage  any  of  the  elec- 
tric light  poles,  you'll  pay  for  it." 
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Look  what  John  W.  Wilson  orig- 
inated. Either  The  Editor  pumped 
him  too  hard  or  he  is  in  love. 

"Battleship  Kate": 

"You  Done  Me  Dirt,"  "You 
Rascal  You,"  "You  Told  Me  That 
You  Loved  Me,"  "But  You  Told  Him, 
Too." 

"You  Used  to  Be"  "My  Every- 
thing," but  now  "What  Do  I  Care  for 
You,"  because  "When  I'm  With  You 
I'm  Lonesome."  "When  We  Are 
Alone"  "Together"  "I  Get  Those 
Weary  Blues."  "I  Suppose  I  Was 
Mistaken  in  You."  You  had  "Me" 
"Kneeling  at  Your  Altar  of  Love," 
but  now  "It's  Over"  "You  Made  Me 
Cry."  "Was  That  the  Human  Thing 
to  Do?"  Yours  was  a  "Come  Easy, Go 
Easy  Love."  "Remember"  "Life  Is 
Just  a  Bowl  of  Cherries,"  "Even 
Though"  "The  Thrill  Is  Gone." 
"Disappointed," 

"Little  Joe." 

The  answer  to  this  amazing 
piece  of  work  will  be  published  in  the 
next  issue.  Watch  for  it. 

Mr.  Bridges  to  Francis  Lindberg: 
"Be  quiet  or  there  will  be  another 
Lindberg  baby  missing." 

Why  doesn't  the  Discus  Thrower 
heave  the  darned  thing  and  get  it 
over  with? 

He:  "Do  you  believe  in  prepared- 
ness?" 

She:  "I  wouldn't  mind  being  in 
arms." 

There    was    a    young    fellow    named 

Reed 
Who  drove  a  big  ear  at   top  speed, 

But  a  car  came  one  day 

From   the   opposite   way — 
Now   the   angels   "will    have   to    take 

heed.  Robert  Jordan 

Heard  at  the  Senior  Reception 

"What  a  surprise  to  see  you  in  a 
tux.  Did  you  rent  it?" 

"No,  but  every  time  I  stooped  over 
I  thought  it  would." 


The  caterpillar  crawls  around  on 
his  stomach,  but  the  bedbug  ain't  so 
particular. 

The  following  are  some  hitherto 
unknown  facts  on  the  World  War: 

Germany  was  given  fifteen  days  to 
excavate  all  the  land  on  the  left  bank 
of  the  Rhine. 

The  airplane  enabled  the  Germans 
to  boom  Tours. 

There  was  a  boy  named  Pete 
Who  took  great  care  of  his  feet, 

But  when  at  a  dance 

He  was  taking  a  chance 
And   they   bounced    him    out   in   the 

street. 
It  was  not  an  act  of  chivalry 
Nor  yet  the  fear  of  scorn; 
He  offered  her  his  street  car  seat 
To  keep  her  off  his  corn. 

D.  McLaughlin 

Here  is  proof  that  even  the  teach- 
ers make  mistakes.  Recently  Miss 
Goudey  wrote  on  a  note  "Bully  hoo," 
meaning  of  course . 

We  think  it  is  about  time  that 
somebody  answered  the  appeal  of  the 
Indian. 


Walkovers  make  good  shoes: 
nanas  good  slippers. 


ba- 


PICKEREL    FISHING 

Brownie  Whitehead 

I  wade  alons;  the  pond's  calm  shore, 
And  cast  into  its  mystic  depth, 

With  all  its  unforgotten  lore, 

And    wait    with    baited    hook    and 
breath. 

I  play  just  where   the   pickerel  lurk 
My    pole    with    hook    and    line    so 
free : 

Splash!    A   tug:    I   give  one   jerk, 
And  lo.  my   fish  is  in  a  tree. 

The  study  of  chlorine  gas  is 
strangulating,  as  well  as  interesting. 
Ask  any  chem  student. 

Teacher:  "Where  is  Cologne?" 
Pupil:    "In  the  bottle." 
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THROUGH  A   SUB'S  EYES 

The  Short,  Short  Story 
By  ED.  GOODMAN 
'"Oh,  I  always  knew  that  you  had 
to  have  a  drag  to  get  on  one  of 
Coach  Jones's  teams,  anyway.  Why 
did  I  ever  come  out  for  basketball? 
Look  at  Dick  Smith  floundering 
around  out  there  in  my  position. 
Why  doesn't  the  coach  send  me  in? 
What's  that,  Coach,  you  want  me? 
Oh,  you  want  me  to  get  the  first  aid 
kit  in  the  locker  room?  Oh,  no, 
Coach,  I  wasn't  swearing  under  my 
breath." 

(Intermission  is  over  and  the  second 
half  begins.) 

"Gee,  it  seems  as  though  the  coach 
is  looking  at  me.  What's  that,  Coach, 
you  want  me?  Oh.  you  want  to  see 
Robinson  in  back  of  me?  Look  at 
that,  he's  sending  in  that  third 
string  substitute.  I  always  thought 
that  the  coach  was  cockeyed  and 
now  I  know  it.  I  know  I  shouldn't 
be  thinking  this,  but  I  wish  some- 
body would  get  hurt  out  there  so 
that  I  could  strut  my  stuff.  Wouldn't 
Pa  be  proud  of  me  if  I  should  come 
home  with  a  great  big  sweater  with 
a  red  "A"  emblazoned  on  the  front. 
And  won't  Mary  Smith  be  proud  of 
her  big  athlete?  Is  that  Ma  and  Pa 
up  in  the  stands  or  are  my  eyes  de- 
ceiving me?  Is  that  the  Coach  look- 
ing at  me?  It  is.  Go  in  in  place  of 
Smith?  Okay.  Gee,  I  always  knew 
that  the  Coach  was  a  good  fellow. 
He  certainly  knows  his  stuff." 

And  substitute  Jimmy  Johnson 
went  out  on  the  floor  and  gave  his 
all  for  good  old  Abadaba  while  half 
a  score  of  substitutes  watched,  with 
dreams  of  their  winning  games  for 
the  old  alma  mater  written  all  over 
their  faces,  meanwhile  cursing  the 
Coach,  team,  and  everybody  in  gen- 
eral. 

And  'twill  ever  be  thus. 


Continued  from  Page  16) 

truchio  had  not  seen  before.  He 
promptly  declared  it  looked  disas- 
trous on  her  and  commanded  her  to 
take  it  off.  Just  as  promptly  Kath- 
erina  took  off  the  hat. 


The  guests,  though  impressed, 
laughed  and  joked  at  Katherina's 
submissiveness. 

"My  dear,  it's  silly,"  said  Marie, 
lighting  a  cigaret  in  a  foot-long 
holder,  "to  let  your  husband  have 
such  complete  control  over  every- 
thing you  say  or  do." 

"It's  a  wife's  duty,"  said  Katherina 
coolly,  "to  love,  honor  and  obey  her 
husband." 

Petruchio  smiled  to  himself  and 
set  down  another  score  for  himself. 
Riding  home  through  the  night  dusk 
Petruchio  and  Katherina  were  silent. 
The  round,  yellow  moon  hung  above 
them  in  the  wide  heaven. 

Presently  Petruchio  said,  "How 
bright  the  moon  is." 

"Yes,"  said  Katherina. 

Petruchio  smiled  down  at  her. 
"You're  sure  it's  the  moon?" 

"Oh,  yes,"  said  Katherine,  smiling 
back  at  him. 

Petruchio  found  it  necessary  at 
that  moment  to  stop  the  car  and  put 
his  arm  around  his  wife. 

"Now,"  he  said,  "protest  if  you 
dare." 

"I  don't,"  replied  Katherina,  so 
consequently  was  promptly  kissed. 

TWILIGHT 

Just  to  see  birds  homeward  flying, 

And  to  hear  the  forest  sighing 

Because  the  sunset's  dying, 

When   it's   twilight. 

Just   to    hear   the   wavelets   babble 

On  each  tiny  stone  and  pebble; 

Sound  like  a  bluebird's  treble 

Just  at  twilight. 

Just  when  stars  begin  to  quiver, 

And  a  rising  moon  gleams  on  the  river, 

Would  that  it  would  last  forever 

But  it's  only  twilight 

Frances  L.  Carlson. 

LIZZIE'S    GA>~G 

I  just  love  my  Aunt  Liz-zie, 
"When  she  comes  with  her  familie: 
Cousin  Clarence — ain't  he  cute 
Tearing  up  my  school  note  book? 
Then  there's  Sis — into  my  room 
She  strolls,  and  everything  goes  boom! 
Powders,    perfumes — 'what   a  mess! 
But  this  is  just  the  life,  I  guess. 
Uncle   Daniel — he's  a   peach! 
Always  trying  to  make  a  speech. 
Xone  of  them  have  manners,  gee! 
What's  that  in  a  familie? 
Don't  this  show  just  what  a  pang 
Is  left  when  Liz  goes  with  her  gang? 

Dee  Burr. 


TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW 

{With  apologies  to  Bill  Shakespeare} 
By  Dorothy  Hunt 


TAXI  stopped  before  the  ex- 
clusive men's  Club  in  the 
midst  of  the  hustle  and  bus- 
tle of  Manhattan.  A  young 
man,  slender  and  well-dressed, 
jumped  out  and  paid  his  fare  with  a 
flourish.  Entering  the  lighted  por- 
tals of  the  Club,  he  showed  his  card 
to  the  doorman,  then  stood  tucking 
ing  it  back  into  his  wallet  and  look- 
ing about  him. 

There  was  a  group  of  young  men 
around  him  the  next  moment.  They 
noisily  greeted  him  with  fond  back- 
slaps  and  warm  hand-clasps. 

"Petruchio,  old  pal,  how's  tricks!" 

"What's  the  idea  of  stayin'  away 
so  long,  kid?" 

"Goa  have  mercy  on  us,  he's  rais- 
ing a  mustache!" 

Petruchio  twirled  the  budding- 
mustache  above  his  upper  lip  with 
apparent  vanity. 

"Say,  what's  been  doin'?" 

They  entered  the  lounge,  talking 
together  and  drawing  out  cigarets. 
Seated  in  large,  comfortable  easy 
chairs  they  related  to  Petruchio  the 
recent  happenings  in  New  York  City. 

"And  I?"  Lucentio  mourned  sadly, 
"have  had  my  wedding  postponed 
again." 

Petruchio  laughed  at  the  woeful 
expression  of  the  young  man. 
"Why?"  he  asked. 

"It's  that  darn  sister  of  hers!  The 
old  man  won't  let  Bianca  marry  me 
until  Katherina  is  hitched  up.  And 
before  that  dame  snares  a  guy,  Ni- 
agara Falls  will  be  running  up-hill!" 

Amid  laughter  the  others  agreed. 

"And  why,"  asked  Petruchio,  "is 
the  voung  lady  so  distasteful  to 
you?" 

"Why!"  cried  Lucentio,  "just  wait 
'til  you  meet  her!  Of  all  the  disa- 
greeable, conceited,  insufferable  .  .  ." 

"Wait,"  Petruchio  laughed,  "could 
you  manage  an  introduction  for  me? 
I'm  half  in  love  with  the  girl  al- 
ready." 


Lucentio  looked  worried.  "I  could, 
but  I  think  too  much  of  you,  Petru- 
chio. If  you  didn't  get  a  kick  in  the 
teeth  during  the  first  five  minutes, 
you'd  get  your  eyes  scratched  out 
before  the  evening  was  over." 

"Playful  lass,"  decided  Petruchio. 
"Who's  her  father?" 

"Old  Baptista,  and  he's  bound  to 
make  Bianca  and  me  wait  'til  that 
devil  of  a  Katherina  is  married." 

"I  think,"  said  Petruchio,  crushing 
out  his  butt,  "that  I  will  pay  a  visit 
to  Miss  Katherina  very  shortly." 

"For  cryin'  in  a  cup,  Petruchio, 
there's  plenty  of  good-natured  girls 
around!" 

"Granted,"  said  Petruchio,  "but 
variety  is  the  spice  of  life." 

Baptista  and  Petruchio  waited  in 
the  drawing-room  for  the  appear- 
ance of  Katherina.  Baptista  was  ill 
at  ease  and  frequently  wiped  his 
brow  with  a  large  white  handker- 
chief. Petruchio  sat  coolly  looking 
through  the  latest  "Ballyhoo." 

"I — er — I — "  Baptista  pulled  at 
his  collar,  "I  feel  I  must — er — warn 
you,  young  man." 

"Yes?"  Petruchio  looked  up  cas- 
ually. 

"Er — yes.  Katherina  is  a  rather 
unruly  girl,  that  is — " 

"Oh,  have  no  fear.  I've  known  her 
a  long  time  and  now  I  find  I'm  really 
quite  fond  of  her,"  lied  Petruchio 
earnestly.  "I'm  afraid  you  don't  give 
her  credit  for  her  charm  and  gra- 
ciousness." 

Baptista  looked  bewildered  and 
unhappy,  and  truly  baffled.  He  con- 
tinued to  pace  up  and  down  and 
ponder  uneasily. 

Suddenly  a  young  man  rushed  into 
the  room,  holding  his  hand  to  his 
head  and  making  queer  sounds  in 
his  throat. 

"I'm  through,  I'm  through!"  he 
cried.  "This  is  the  end!  I  can  stand 
no   more!     I   am   a   gentleman,   sir. 
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and  a  gentleman  does  not  accept 
such  treatment  without  comment  of 
some  sort!" 

"Most  decidedly  not,"  agreed  Pe- 
truchio  firmly.  "What's  the  matter?" 

The  young  man  eyed  him  scorn- 
fully and  turned  to  Baptista.  "Your 
daughter  broke  the  music-rack  over 
my  head,  sir.  That  makes  the  sev- 
enth this  week.  I'm  through!"  He 
turned  haughtily  toward  the  door 
and  left. 

Baptista  sighed  wearily  and 
mopped  his  brow  again. 

"Katherina    will    have    her    little 
jokes,"    laughed    Pe- 
truchio. 

At  that  moment  a 
slim  young  woman 
with  black  curls  and 
flashing  blue  eyes  en- 
tered the  room. 

"Hello,  Kate,"  Pe- 
truchio  grinned. 

"My  name,"  said 
the  girl  frigidly,  "is 
Katherina!" 

"Not  to  me  it  isn't," 
declared  Petruchio; 
"I  like  Kate  better." 

"How  dare  you  be 
so  familiar,  you  young 
fool!"  cried  Kather- 
ina. "Leave  at  once!" 

"Nothing  do  in'," 
said  Petruchio,  light- 
ing a  cigaret;  "I've 
only  just  got  here." 

Baptista  was  almost  biting  his 
finger  nails  with  worriment. 

"And  besides,"  continued  the 
young  man,  "I've  got  something  to 
tell  you." 

"I'll  listen  to  nothing  you  have 
to  say,"  stated  Katherine  icily. 

"Sure,  you  will,  Kate.  Listen, 
we're  going  to  be  married  next  Sun- 
day;  isn't  that  swell  news?" 

"You,"  said  Katherina  with  con- 
viction, "are  insane." 

"Oh  no,"  objected  Petruchio. 
"Quite  sane.  Your  father  has  given 
his  consent,"  Baptista  nodded  miser- 
ably, "so  I'll  be  seeing  you.  Be  good 
'til  Sunday." 

He  donned  his  hat  and  coat  and 


left,   sending  a   gay  grin  over  his 
shoulder  to  the  fiery-eyed  Katherina. 

Sunday  at  the  home  of  Baptista 
and  his  daughters  brought  a  gala 
occasion  indeed.  In  the  gravel  drive- 
way stood  many  low,  gleaming  cars 
and  on  the  wide,  cool  veranda  were 
grouped  lovely  young  women  and 
trim  young  men,  laughing  and  chat- 
tering. 

Katherina  and  her  father  sat  in 
the  parlor.  Baptista  paced  and  Kath- 
erina sulked.  She  looked  beautiful 
in  her  white  gown,  but  her  brows 
were  pulled  together 
and  her  lips  were 
tight.  One  silver-shod 
foot  tapped  the  floor 
furiously.  Petruchio 
was  an  hour  late  and 
Katherina  thought 
she  would  burst  with 
pent-up  anger  and  hu- 
miliation. The  radio 
hummed  with  the 
sound  of  Arthur  Jar- 
ret's  sentimental 
theme  song  and  Kath- 
erina jumped  up  and 
stamped  over  to  shut 
it  off. 

When  Petruchio  ar- 
rived it  was  with 
great  noise  and  color. 
He  stopped  before  the 
veranda  in  a  very  an- 
cient contraption  one  might  have 
called  an  automobile  in  1900.  It  was 
unpainted  and  exceedingly  rusty. 
The  mud-guards  were  dented  and  the 
left  rear  one  was  absent.  Petruchio 
was  dressed  in  dirty  tennis  pants 
and  a  torn  orange  sweater  much  too 
large  for  him.  He  hadn't  shaved  all 
week.  Jumping  over  the  side  of  the 
car  he  ran  up  the  steps  of  the  ve- 
randa, calling  greetings  to  his 
friends. 

Consequently,  there  was  much 
commotion.  The  friends  screeched 
and  applauded  and  laughed.  Every- 
one liked  the  effect  and  raved  about 
Petruchio's  originality.  That  is,  all 
except  Katherina.  She  stood  like 
stone  with  her  hands  clenched  by 
her  sides. 
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"You  can't  do  this!"  she  cried. 
"It's  impossible  for  you  to  appear 
like  this!    You're  insane!" 

"You  look  swell,  Kate,"  declared 
Petruchio  with  a  grin. 

"I  won't  permit  this!1"  stormed 
his  bride-to-be. 

"Say,  babe,  you're  marrying  me, 
not  my  clothes!" 

"I'll  marry  neither!"  cried  Kath- 
erina. 

But  the  ceremony  went  on.  Pe- 
truchio spilled  cocktails  at  every  op- 
portunity. Katherina  wept  and  the 
guests  enjoyed  themselves.  Petru- 
chio would  not  stay  for  the  lavish 
wedding  supper  which  Baptista  had 
prepared.  He  took  his  bride  away 
in  his  old,  rusty  rattletrap  and  they 
jounced  over  all  the  worst  roads 
leading  to  his  home. 

At  the  top  of  a  high,  rough  hill 
the  car  suddenly  wheezed  to  a  stop 
and  rolled  back  down  to  the  bottom. 
Petruchio  swore  and  shouted  and 
Katherina  sat  huddled  on  the  hard 
seat  as  he  tinkered  beneath  the 
hood,  crying  with  misery  and 
hunger. 

"You  beast!  You  contemptible 
pig!    Take  me  home!" 

"How  dare  you  talk  to  me  like 
that!" 

"Then  shut  up!" 

Katherina  wept  in  vain. 

They  arrived  at  Petruchio's  home, 
a  rambilng  old  country  house  set 
back  among  elms  and  wide  lawns. 
Upon  entering  the  hallway  Kather- 
ina went  straight  to  the  telephone 
table. 

"What  are  you  going  to  do?" 
asked  her  husband? 

"I'm  going  to  call  my  father  and 
tell  him  what  a  fool  he  is!  He  forced 
me  into  this  marriage  and  now  he's 
going  to  get  me  out  of  it.  You  and 
he  are  the  two  most  contemptible 
wretches  I  ever  met!" 

Petruchio  leaned  carelessly  against 
the  doorway  and  regarded  his  bride 
with  a  grin.  "The  telephone's  dis- 
connected and  anyway  it's  time  for 
supper.    Come  on." 

"I'll   not   go   a   step  farther  with 


you!"  declared  Katherina  hotly. 

Whereupon  Petruchio  picked  her 
up  bodily  and  took  her  into  the  din- 
ing-room, where  he  sat  her  down 
none  too  gently  before  the  table. 

"What,  no  caviar!"  stormed  Kath- 
erina. 

Petruchio  looked  exceedingly  sur- 
prised and  echoed,  "No  caviar?  And 
look,  Kate,  the  lousy  grub  they  ex- 
pect us  to  eat!  I  shall  fire  all  the 
servants!"  He  stood  up  with  dignity 
and  swept  all  the  dishes  into  his 
arms.  Katherina  looked  on  fear- 
fully. 

"The  rest  is  all  right,  Petruchio, 
don't  take  it  back." 

"I'm  sure,"  said  Petruchio  gallant- 
ly, "that  my  bride  is  worthy  of  a 
better  supper  than  this  upon  her 
wedding  night." 

He  marched  away  with  the  dishes 
and  Katherina,  weak  with  hunger, 
burst  into  tears  again. 

In  their  bedroom  Katherina  sank 
down  into  a  deep  armchair  and 
closed  her  tired  eyes.  Petruchio  sat 
down  on  the  bed  to  take  off  his 
shoes.  As  soon  as  he  touched  the 
bed,  he  sprang  up  and  swore  loudly. 
Katherine  opened  her  eyes  and 
looked  at  him  apprehensively. 

"And  how  is  anyone  expected  to 
sleep  on  this  mess  of  rocks!"  cried 
Petruchio. 

He  ripped  off  the  bed  covers  and 
yanked  at  the  mattress.  "Those 
servants,  I  shall  fire  them  all!" 

"Petruchio,  stop  it!"  cried  Kath- 
erina. 

"But  you  can't  sleep  on  a  bed  like 
this,  Kate,  it  would  kill  you!"  He 
continued  to  pull  off  the  mattress 
and  sheets. 

Katherina  was  almost  at  the  hair- 
tearing  point.  She  sat  up  all  night 
lamenting  her  fate,  while  Petruchio 
paced  the  floor  and  cursed  the  serv- 
ants. 

The  next  morning  Petruchio,  sun- 
ny-faced and  cheery,  brought  his 
wife  breakfast.  Katherina  bright- 
ened a  little  at  the  sight  of  the  sav- 
ory food,   but   it   was   all   snatched 
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away  from  her  before  she  could  fin- 
ish. Petruchio  had  invited  scores  of 
dressmakers  and  milliners  to  the 
house  from  whose  stocks  his  wife 
was  to  choose  clothes.  Katherina 
was  pleased  by  the  stunning  array 
of  dresses  and  stood  before  the  mir- 
ror trying  them  on. 

Petruchio  eyed  a  trim,  black  hat 
with  dissatisfaction. 

"Take  it  off,  Kate;  it  looks 
lousey!" 

Katherina  said,  "I  think  I'll  buy 
it,  I  like  it." 

"It's  worse  than  a  washerwoman's 
derby.    Take  it  off." 

"I  certainly  will  not!" 

Petruchio  approached  her  and 
snatched  it  from  her  head,  mussing 
her  black  curls  and  starting  the 
tears  again.  Then  he  dismissed  all 
the  tradesmen  without  a  single  pur- 
chase. 

"Brute,  I  hate  you!" 

"Keep  still,  you  give  me  the  head- 
ache." 

"You  can't  talk  to  me  like  that!" 

"Oh,  no?" 

"You're  a  wretch!" 

"Your  language  is  sadly  unrefined, 
Kate." 

"I  never  want  to  see  you  again! 
You  worm,  I  hate  you!" 

Petruchio  gave  her  a  smart  cuff 
on  the  back  of  the  head  and  left  her 
raging  furiously. 

They  made  a  journey  the  next 
day  to  Katherina's  home  to  obtain 
her  wardrobe  of  clothes.  This  time 
they  rode  in  Petruchio's  low-slung 
roadster  of  gleaming  black  and  sil- 
ver and  Petruchio  wore  white  flan- 
nels and  a  dark  blue  jacket.  Kath- 
erina was  so  thankful  that  she  could 
have  wept  again. 

It  was  a  bright  afternoon  and  the 
wind  was  warm  and  sweet. 

Petruchio  said,  "How  bright  the 
moon  is." 

"What  do  you  mean,  the  moon!" 
scoffed  Katherina,  "that's  the  sun!" 

"I  said  it  was  the  moon!"  cried 
Petruchio.    "And  what  I  say  goes!" 

Katherina  set  her  lips  and  was 
silent. 


"And  furthermore,"  continued  Pe- 
truchio, "unless  you  agree  it's  the 
moon  we  turn  back." 

"All  right,"  sighed  Katherina 
wearily,  "it's  the  moon." 

At  Baptista's  they  found  a  double 
wedding  in  process.  Bianca  and  Lu- 
centio  with  two  friends  were  taking 
the  vows. 

Petruchio's  men  friends  hinted 
within  their  joking  conversation 
that  they  sympathized  with  him  for 
having  obtained  such  an  ill-tempered 
girl  for  a  wife. 

"Gee,  Marie  is  so  easy  to  get  along 
with,"  said  one.    "We  never  argue." 

"Boy,  you  should  taste  the  lemon 
pies  my  dame  slings  across  the  sup- 
per table!"  boasted  another. 

"Well,  boys,"  grinned  Petruchio, 
"I'll  bet  five  bucks  that  Katherina  is 
more  obedient  than  any  of  your 
worthy  spouses." 

"I  could  use  five  bucks,"  said  Lu- 
centio,  digging  into  his  pocket. 

Laughingly  the  others  took  up  the 
bet.  They  sent  a  servant  to  Bianca 
first,  telling  her  that  her  husband 
wanted  her  at  once.  The  servant, 
looking  pleasantly  bored,  returned 
saying  that  the  young  lady  was  too 
busy  to  come.  The  other  young  wives 
were  also  "busy." 

"Now,"  said  Petruchio,  "watch 
Katherina  sprint." 

Katherina  appeared  almost  imme- 
diately and  asked  what  her  husband 
wished. 

"What,"  asked  Petruchio,  "are  the 
other  girls  doing?" 

"We  were  only  sitting  in  my  room 
talking,"  answered  Katherina. 

Several  young  men  looked  sheep- 
ish and  Petruchio  was  twenty  dol- 
lars richer. 

The  evening  wore  on  filled  with 
merriment,  noise  and  music.  Mel- 
ody was  hot  and  sweet  and  laughter 
was  light.  Petruchio  stood  on  top 
of  the  piano  and  executed  a  tap 
dance,  and  to  her  own  surprise  Ka- 
therina found  herself  applauding 
with  the  others. 

When  the  evening  ended  Kather- 
ine  appeared  wearing  a  hat  that  Pe- 
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REPAIR  WORK 

By  We nona  Mutch 


QANCY,    stop    acting    like    a 
child!    Has  it  come  to  the 
point    where    I   must    com- 
mand  you   to    go    into   that 
ballroom?" 

Nancy,  eyes  blazing,  faced  her 
mother  defiantly. 

"I  can't  help  it!  I  refuse  to  force 
myself  on  people!  Can't  you  under- 
stand that  I'm  not — ! 

"No,  I  can't!  Stop  balking!  A 
girl  as  lovely  as  you  should  be  as 
unconscious  with  these  people  as 
you  are  with  working  men.  You 
could  be,  if  you  wished!" 

"Mother,  don't  you  suppose  I  want 
to  be  popular?  Why  should  I  come 
to  a  ball  like  this  just  to  sit,  and 
feel  silly  all  evening?  I  won't  go  in 
there!  You  forced  me  here,  but  you 
can't  get  me  past  this  threshold!  Just  be- 
cause Ronald  Barnaby — !" 

"Keep  quiet!    Here  he  comes!" 

Clutching  Nancy's  reluctant  arm 
and  radiating  cordiality,  she  stepped 
forward  to  greet  the  young  man  who 
was  passing. 

Smiling  sweetly,  one  fluttering 
hand  on  Nancy's  arm,  the  other  pat- 
ting her  hair,  she  asked: 

"Nancy,  you  remember  Ronald,  do 
you  not?  I  have  the  cunningest  snap- 
shot of  you  as  babies  playing  to- 
gether on  our  lawn." 

Then,  through  the  haze  of  her  em- 
barrassment jabbing  her  program 
card  against  the  wall,  dropping  it, 
twisting  her  lacy  handkerchief, 
Nancy  saw  a  tall  man  with  shiny 
dark  hair  and  delicate  looking 
hands,  certainly  not  the  hands  of 
the  explorer  he  was  supposed  to  be, 
and  heard  herself  saying  in  a  choked 
voice, 

"Of  course,  how  do  you  do?" 
Excusing   himself,   Ronald   soon 
left  them  with  a  request  for  a  dance 
later  on. 

Then,  the  partners.  Old  men,  fat 
men,  bald  men,  uncles,  fathers,  a 
scattering    of    dutiful    young    men. 


And  through  it  all,  her  mother's 
watchful,  sharp  eyes  and  the  acute 
consciousness  of  that  sleek,  black, 
self-confident  head  continually  sur- 
rounded by  perfect  marcels  and  fluffy 
dresses. 

Then,  suddenly,  a  deep  voice. 

"You  promised  me  a  dance,  Nancy. 
May  I  have  this  one?" 

"Certainly;"  she  gasped. 

It  was  painfully  long.  Vainly  she 
searched  her  mind  for  something  to 
say.  She  felt  her  mother's  eyes  bor- 
ing into  her  back  constantly.  The 
music  seemed  as  if  it  would  go  on 
forever.    Then,  it  ended. 

A  failure!  A  bleak,  bare  failure, 
as  usual.  Oh,  to  get  away  from  it 
all ;  some  place  away  from  mocking 
explorers  with  perfectly  groomed 
hams  and  sleek  black  hair! 

Then  she  saw  her  mother  sweep- 
ing rapidly,  eagerly,  upon  her. 

"Well—?" 

Nancy  cringed. 

"Of  course,  he's  taking  you  home? 
That  was  the  last  dance." 

"Oh,  mother,  keep  still!  Why  can't 
you  leave  me  alone  for  a  change?" 

Her  mother  stiffened  perceptibly. 

"Very  well!    Let's  go  home." 

Silence.  Dense  silence  all  the  way 
home.  A  curt  good  night  at  her  bed- 
room door,  and  at  last — alone!  She 
tossed  and  turned.  Finally  she  dozed 
only  to  be  wakened  by  nightmares 
of  eyes  staring  at  her  out  of  the 
darkness.  Mocking,  charming  eyes. 
She  awoke  again.  Why  must  she  be 
thrown  at  men  who  didn't  want  her? 
Men  she  didn't  want. 

The  night  dragged  on.  Then,  at 
last  dawn!  She  heard  the  clock 
strike  seven  and  her  mother  stir 
heavily. 

"I  can't,  can't  see  her  this  morn- 
ing," she  choked,  and  hurriedly 
dressed  and  went  out  unseen.  Her 
car  was  still  in  the  driveway.  She 
climbed  in  and  drove  at  a  breakneck 
speed  down  the  road. 
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At  a  stoplight  she  skidded  half  way 
across  the  road  and  stopped.  The 
unsuccessful  stop  was  like  fresh 
fuel  to  her  dying  temper,  hut  the  car 
refused  to  start,  and  she  climbed  out 
and  went  into  a  garage  around  the 
corner. 

An  exceedingly  greasy  young  man 
stuck  his  head  out  from  under  a  car. 

"My  car's  around  the  corner.  Go 
get  it.  I'll  be  in  tomorrow,"  Nancy 
snapped. 

Arriving  at  home,  she  squared  her 
shoulders  and  prepared  herself  for  a 
scene.  Boldly  opening  the  door  she 
walked  into  the  living  room. 

"Nancy,  you're  here  at  last!  Oh, 
I  have  the  most  wonderful  news! 
Ronald  is  coming  for  tea  tomorrow! 
I  called  him  this  morning." 

"Really?  What  fun!  He's  rather 
a  snob,  don't  you  think?" 

"Nancy,  can't  you  choose  a  more 
delicate  word?  'Snob'  sounds  so 
vulgar!" 

"Sorry,  mother,  'snob'  fits  him  so 
much  better  than  any  other  word. 
I'll  be  down  for  lunch  as  soon  as  I 
change." 

The  next  day  found  Nancy  again 
in  the  garage  perched  on  the  box. 

Jerry  Sear,  as  the  garage  man's 
name  proved  to  be,  was  sharing  his 
sandwiches  with  her. 

"You  stripped  the  gears  on  that 
car.  Beside  it  hasn*t  been  used  right. 
You  can't  treat  a  car  like  that!" 

"Oh,  can't  I?  It's  my  car!"  she 
grinned. 

"Well,  it  can't  be  finished  today. 
It'll  take  quite  a  while  to  fix  that 
car  up  right." 

"Are  you  trying  to  get  rid  of  me, 
by  any  chance?" 

'  "If  I  was  I'd  tell  you  to  go.   What 
do  you  do  in  the  evenings?" 

"Nothing." 

"Want  to  go  to  the  movies  Friday 
night?" 

"I'd  love  to.  Oh,  gee!  I  forgot. 
Mother's  having  company  and  I 
must  hurry  home.  I  suppose  I've  got 
to  go." 

Rushing  into  the  living  room,  she 
was  surprised  to  see  Ronald  talking 
to  her  mother. 


"Oh!  Hello  there!  Aren't  you 
early?" 

Horror  of  horrors!  She  had  for- 
gotten to  be  embarrassed.  Clenching 
her  teeth  she  muttered,  "Keep  it  up, 
Nancy!    You'll  learn  yet!" 

She  giggled  as  she  slipped  her  aft- 
ernoon dress  over  her  head.  She  had 
at  least  surprised  him  out  of  his 
snobbishness  for  one  minute! 

The  next  three  weeks  passed 
quickly. 

Movies  with  Jerry.  Long  days  at 
the  garage  with  Jerry.  Lunches  with 
Jerry.  Dances  and  teas  with  Ron- 
nie, invitations  received  and  accept- 
ed by  Mrs.-  Leton.  Then,  matters  got 
worse.  Ronnie  was  always  under- 
foot. 

One  day  in  the  garage  Jerry  came 
over  suddenly  and  sat  down  beside 
her. 

"Nancy,  I've  got  a  confession  to 
make.    You  see,  it's  this  way — " 

Fifteen  minutes  later,  Nancy, 
seated  on  her  box,  eyes  sparkling, 
raptly  listening,  was  startled  by  a  fa- 
miliar figure  in  the  doorway.  Slowly 
raising  her  eyes  she  met  the  shocked, 
incredible  gaze  of  Ronnie! 

Regaining  his  usual  unshakable 
poise  he  spoke  coldly  to  Jerry. 

"Will  you  please  overhaul  my  car? 
I'll  be  in  for  it  later." 

Nancy  rose. 

"Ronnie,  will  you  tell  mother 
something  for  me?" 

"Most  assuredly,"  Ronnie  said 
haughtily. 

"I've  got  some  news  that  will  tickle 
her  to  death.  Jerry  and  I  are  going 
to  be  married.  Tell  her  not  to  worry, 
that  Jerry's  father  is  Charles  Sear, 
t  h  e  automobile  manufacturer. 
Jerry's  just  been  trying  to  learn 
something  about  automobiles,  so 
he'd  be  able  to  take  over  his  father's 
business." 


EDITOR'S  NOTE:  "Word  Signs 
and  Love  Songs"  published  in  the 
last  issue  of  the  "Golden  Rod"  was 
written  by  Mary  Connors.  Through 
an  oversight  on  the  part  of  the  staff, 
the  name  of  the  author  was  omitted. 


THE  PLUG-UGLY'S  PROGRESS 

Bringing  the  Pilgrim  up  to  Date 

With  many  apologies  to  John  Bunyan. 

By  Joe  Bunion 


S  I  roamed  the  streets  and 
alleys  of  the  Great  City,  I 
came  to  a  certain  place 
where  was  a  Den  the  Cops 
hadn't  closed.  I  entered  there,  and 
called  for  the  Pipe  and  the  Drug. 
And  I  laid  me  down,  and  dreamed  a 
Dream. 

I  saw  in  my  Dream  a  Man,  and 
the  Man  was  sitting  in  the  seat  of  a 
Truck.  The  man  was  not  driving, 
but  looked  at  a  paper  in  his  hand, 
and  as  he  looked  he  bewailed  loudly. 
And  as  he  was  thus  lamenting,  a 
man  called  Devilish  came  up,  and 
asked  him  why  he  cried. 

Said  the  man,  I  have  here  an  or- 
der to  deliver  this  Load  of  Bootleg 
to  Joe  Speakprop  in  the  City  of  Law- 
lessness, and  I  don't  know  how  to 
get  to  his  place. 

Then  said  Devilish,  Do  you  see 
that  Bridge?  No,  said  the  man.  Do 
you  see  that  Stop  Light?  said  Dev- 
ilish. I  think  so,  said  he.  Then  fol- 
low the  Light  and  cross  the  Bridge, 
said  Devilish,  and  turn  rght.  At  the 
Wicked  Gate  you  will  be  told  what 
to  do. 

So  Rum-Runner,  for  that  was  the 
man's  name,  thanked  Devilish  and 
started.  And  I  saw  in  my  Dream 
that  he  had  not  gone  many  miles 
when,  behold!  the  Truck  became 
stuck  fast  in  mud.  Rum-Runner 
shifted  to  Low,  but  the  Wheels  spun. 
He  threw  her  in  Reverse,  but  the 
Truck  didn't  move.  He  got  out  and 
pushed,  but  still  the  Truck  would 
not  move.  And  just  when  he  was  de- 
spairing of  ever  her  getting  out,  I 
saw  that  a  man  named  Sucker  ap- 
proached. And  seeing  the  Truch  in 
the  mud,  he  got  a  Team  of  Horses 
and  pulled  it  out. 

And  Sucker  said,  How  art  thou 
come  to  be  in  that  place,  which  we 
call  the  Slough  of  Filth? 

Said  Rum-Runner,  I  was  directed    . 


this  way  by  a  man  named  Devilish, 
but  truly  I  know  not  how  I  fell  in 
the  Slough. 

And  Sucker  said,  There  is  a  hard 
Road  even  through  the  midst  of  the 
Slough,  but  it  is  narrow,  and  often 
men  lose  it  because  of  Darkness  or 
Dizziness  of  the  Head  from  Drink- 
ing. 

After  some  further  talk  Rum-Run- 
ner went  on  his  way,  and  before  long 
came  to  the  Wicked  Gate.  And  I 
saw  that  a  Keeper  came  out,  and 
said,  By  what  right  do  you  come? 

I  know  Joe,  said  Rum-Runner.  So 
the  Gate  was  opened  to  him,  and 
the  Keeper  gave  him  directions,  and 
asked  about  his  Journey.  Then 
Rum-Runner  continued  again.  And 
I  saw  in  my  Dream  that  he  came  to 
a  High  Hill,  the  which  he  climbed 
in  Low.  Then  going  down  the  other 
side,  he  heard  a  loud  noise;  and  be- 
hold! when  he  got  out  he  found  a 
Flat  Tire.  So  he  prepared  him  for 
a  Struggle,  and  Wrestled  with  the 
Flat  Tire  for  a  long  time.  But  in 
the  end  he  prevailed,  and  went  once 
more  on  his  journey. 

And  I  saw  that  Rum-Runner  was 
coming  to  a  narrow  Valley,  and  one 
side  of  the  road  was  a  Ditch  and  the 
other  a  Pit.  And  across  the  Road  at 
that  Place  was  a  Car,  and  in  the 
Car  were  some  men,  called  Hijack- 
ers. Now  Rum-Runner  saw  the  Car, 
but  increased  his  speed,  for  he 
thought  by  ramming  it  to  get  by.  But 
he  saw  that  the  Hijackers  had  a 
Sub-Machine  Gun,  and  he  was  pre- 
vailed on  to  stop. 

Seeing  him  stop,  the  Hijackers 
boarded  the  Truck.  And  when  they 
poked  a  Revolver  in  his  Ribs,  he 
was  constrained  to  go  with  them. 
So  Rum-Runner  was  bound  and  put 
in  the  Car,  and  a  Hijacker  took  his 
Truck. 
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Now  I  saw  in  niy  Dream,  that  They 
eaine  presently  to  a  Wood,  called  the 
Forest  of  Sudden  Death.  And  the 
Hijackers  took  Rum-Runner  and 
Plugged  him  in  the  Dome,  and  left 
him  there.  So  I  saw  that  Rum-Run- 
ner came  to  his  end. 

And  I  awoke  from  my  Dream,  and 
lo!  it  was  but  a  Dream.  But  I  heard 
a  Great  Noise  of  many  feet,  for  the 
Cops  were  raiding  the  Place.  So  I 
left  by  the  Back  Door  as  they  came 
in  the  Front. 


TO    DIET 


To  diet,  or  not  to  diet:   that  is  the  question. 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind  to   suffer 
The  pangs  and  darts  of  underfed  body 
Or  to  take  forks  against  a  sea  of  foods 
And  by  opposing  end  them.    To  diet;   to 

reduce, 
Xo  more:  and  by  reducing,  to  say  we  end 
The  clumsiness  and  the  thousand  discomforts 
That  so  much  flesh  is  heir  to;   'tis  a  con- 
summation 
Devoutly  to  be  wished.    To  diet,  to  reduce, 


To   reduce;    perchance   to  be  undernourished; 

ay,   there's   the  rub! 
For  in  that  reduction  what  illnesses  may  come 
When  we  have  entered  on  a  strict  period  of 

fasting 
Must  give  us  pause.    There's  the  respect 
That  makes  calamity  of  so  long  diet; 
For  who  would  bear  the  sight  of  forbidden 

food, 
The  juicy  chocolate,  the  creamy  ice, 
The  crisp  potato  chip,  the  frosted  cup  cake. 
The  delectable  sweets  and  pastries 
Which  the  thin  the  fat  delight  to  tease  with, 
When  he  himself  might  eat  and  eat 
Of    their    refreshment?     "Who    would    abstain 

from  sweets 
To  long  for  and  desire  under  a  no -sweet  diet, 
But  that  the  dread  of  gaining  more  flesh 
That  greatly-to-be-dreaded  condition 
Which  no  person  wishes,  strengthens  the  will 

pow'r. 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  the  flesh  we  have 
Than  gain  more  that  we  do  not  want  of? 
Thus  fear  does  make  strong  the  will  of  all; 
And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 
Is  made  more  great  with  the  imagination 
And  cakes  that  tempt  and  beckon 
With  this  regard  their  currants  turned  awry, 
And  lose  their  toothsome  temptation. 

Ruth  Darr. 


A  Complete  Music  Store 
for  music  lovers  and  musi- 
cians where  all  Foreign 
and  American  music  is 
always  available. 

A  charge  account  gladly  opened 
for  the  convenience  of  all  of  out 
patrons. 


The  Boston  Music  Co.,  1 16  Boylston  St.,  Boston,  Mass. 
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Is  Served  at  our  Cafeteria 

IT'S       GOOD        FOR       THE:       CHILDREN 


ALEXANDER'S  TRIAL 


By  Rita  Doane 


*■ |"    UST  where  the  edge  of  the 

Qi  1  wood  began,  in  a  little 
m^  m>  clearing,  is  a  lonely,  di- 
^•^  lapidated  house.  On  the 
tenth  day  of  June,  1902,  a  muscular 
woman  stood  at  the  door  of  the 
house,  overlooking  the  vast  extent 
of  the  valley.  She  saw  the  vast  fields 
of  summer  grains  and  cornstalks, 
that  were  moved  to  and  fro  by  the 
breeze. 

The  woman  knew  that  soon  her 
son  would  return.  That  was  why  she 
watched  so  anxiously  a  speck  that 
seemed  to  near  the  house.  To  make 
doubly  sure  she  brought  to  bear  an 
old  spyglass,  whose  principal  lens 
was  cracked  entirely  through  and 
gave  her  a  smoky  view  of  the  road. 
Now  she  was  entirely  certain  that 
her  son,  who  had  been  three  weeks 
absent,  was  coming  home. 

Binzy,  the  house-dog,  which  had 
been  watching  her,  seemed  to  know 
it,  too,  perfectly  well;  for,  as  the 
woman  turned  from  her  survey 
through  the  glass,  his  canine  body 
developed  a  degree  of  wriggling 
friskiness,  of  which  the  grave  old 
dog  seemed  half  ashamed.  He 
whined,  and  walked  about  the  door- 
yard  for  a  few  moments,  then  gave 
his  mistress  a  long,  steady  look,  and 
seemingly  satisfied  with  what  he 
read  in  her  face,  jumped  over  the 
fence  and  started  down  the  road  into 
the  valley  at  a  full  run. 

The  woman  knew  that  three  or 
four  hours  must  yet  elapse  before 
Alexander  and  Binzy  would  come 
along  the  path  together,  tired  by 
their  long  tramp  up  from  the  valley. 
She  thought  and  waited,  as  lonely 
mothers  think  and  wait  for  absent 
sons. 

At  about  four  o'clock  a  young, 
dark-eyed  man,  followed  by  the  dog, 
came  up  the  road  and  to  the  house. 

"Heigho,  mother;  all  well?"  was 
his  greeting.  The  woman's  greeting 
was  only,  "How  do  you  do,  Alexan- 


der?" There  was  no  show  of  senti- 
ment, not  even  a  handshake;  but  a 
bright  look  in  the  man's  face,  and  a 
tremor  in  the  voice  of  the  woman 
conveyed  the  impression  that  these 
plain  people  felt  a  great  deal  more 
than  they  expressed. 

Two  hours  passed  by,  and  after 
supper,  the  neighbors,  who  had  seen 
Alexander  and  the  dog  come  up  the 
road,  dropped  in  for  a  talk  with 
"master  Alexander,"  as  Alexander 
was  called  by  his  friends. 

Soon  the  inquiry  was  made, 
"Where  did  you  leave  your  cousin 
Herman?" 

Alexander  had  taken  his  cousin 
Herman,  who  lived  in  town,  with 
him  upon  his  last  trip,  and  hence  the 
question. 

But  Alexander  did  not  answer  the 
question  directly.  He  seemed  trou- 
bled and  unhappy  about  it.  He  final- 
ly acknowledged  that  he  and  Her- 
man had  not  agreed,  and  that  high 
words  and  blows  had  passed  between 
them,  adding  that  his  cousin  had 
finally  left  him  and  gone  away  in  a 
huff,  he  knew  not  where,  but  some- 
where into  the  pineries  of  Canada. 
He  declared,  getting  warm  in  his 
recollection  of  the  quarrel,  that  he 
"didn't  care  a  darn"  where  Herman 
went,  anyway. 

A  month  passed.  It  was  July; 
Cousin  Herman  did  not  return.  But 
certainly  strange  stories  came  from 
Canada,  and  reached  the  dwellers 
along  the  valley  road.  No  Cousin 
Herman  had  been  seen  in  the  piner- 
ies; but  just  across  the  Canadian 
line,  at  the  mouth  of  Fish  River, 
where  the  sloops  were  moored  to  re- 
ceive their  lading  of  lumber,  a 
bruised,  swollen,  festering  corpse 
had  risen  and  floated  in  the  glare  of 
a  hot  July  sun.  The  boatmen  res- 
cued it,  and  buried  it  upon  the  shore. 
They  described  it  as  the  body  of  a 
hale,  vigorous  young  man,  agreeing 
in  height,  size,  and  appearance  with 
Cousin  Herman. 
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It  soon  grew  to  be  the  current 
opinion  that  Alexander  had  mur- 
dered his  cousin  Herman.  It  was  felt 
and  said  that  Alexander  ought  to  be 
arrested. 

Accordingly,  on  a  dreary  day  in 
November,  two  officers  from  the 
county  town  twenty  miles  away 
came  and  climbed  the  steep  road  to 
the  lonely  house,  and  arrested  Alex- 
ander. It  was  undoubtedly  a  dread- 
ful blow  to  those  two  lonely  people 
living  isolated  in  a  wilderness.  Per- 
haps there  ought  to  have  been  some 
crying  and  a  scene ;  but  there  was  no 
such  thing.  The  officers  testified 
that  neither  Alexander  nor  his 
mother  made  any  fuss  about  it. 
There  was  a  slight  twitching  of  the 
strong  muscles  of  her  face  as  she 
talked  with  the  officers,  but  no  other 
outward  sign. 

Alexander  gave  more  evidence  of 
the  wound  he  felt.  He  was  white  and 
quivering;  yet  he  silently,  and  with- 
out objection,  made  ready  to  go  with 
the  officers.  He  was  soon  prepared 
and  they  started.  Alexander,  as  he 
went  out  of  the  door,  turned  and 
said,  "Good-bye;  it  will  all  be  made 
right,  mother."  She  simply  an- 
swered, "Yes,  good-bye;  I  know  it, 
my  son." 

The  trio  went  on  foot  down  the 
road  to  the  next  house,  where  the 
officers  had  left  their  team.  Binzy, 
standing  up  with  his  forepaws  upon 
the  top  of  the  fence,  gazed  wistfully 
after  them.  When  they  had  passed 
around  the  bend  of  the  road,  out  of 
sight,  Binzy  went  into  the  house. 
The  strong  woman  was  there  about 
her  work,  as  usual;  but  the  heavy 
tears  would  now  and  then  fall  upon 
the  hard  pine  floor.  She  knew  that 
her  own  boy  would  spend  the  com- 
ing night  in  the  county  jail. 

Weeks  were  spent  in  examination 
before  the  justice.  The  boatman  who 
had  found  the  body  told  his  story. 
The  evidence  against  Alexander 
seemed  to  the  magistrate  clear  and 
conclusive.  But  the  counsel  for  the 
accused  (employed  by  Alexander's 
mother)  took  the  ground  that,  as  the 
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Folks  who  like  to  sit  and  think 
Won't  care  much  to  peruse  this  ink. 


THE   DECDI 


WEATHER  1901— HOTTER  THAN  DUTCH  LOVE 


DATES    AXD    PRUNES 

January 

14  Thursday. 

20  My  birthday. 

21  Day  before  Senior  Reception. 

22  Senior  Reception. 

23  Day  after   Senior  Reception. 
27  Mr.    Collins    stands    Jimmie 

Jones  in  the  corner. 
February 

5     Dwight  L.  Moody,  evangelist, 

born  1837. 
13     Saturday — no  school. 

17  Beginning  of  Lent  (I  think). 

18  Prohibition   went   into    effect 
1920.  (Heh!  Heh!) 
Buffalo  Bill  born  1846. 
Leap  year  four  years  ago. 


26 

29 
March 

1 


11 

16 

17 

21 
30 
April 

1 
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Hockey  squad  meets  in  room 
216. 

Fire  sale  in  the  square. 
Anniversary  of  Hoover  Pros- 
perity. 

Isaak    Hull,    America   Xavy, 
1775. 

Buck  Jones  at  the  old  How- 
ard. 

Li  Hung  Chang,   Statesman, 
1823. 

48  pages  in  the  Boston  Eve- 
ning American. 
Spring  begins — every  year. 
Ether  first  used  1842. 

Battle  of  Five  Forks  1865. 
Battle  of  2000  forks — Cafete- 
ria 1932. 

U.  S.  Mint  established  1792. 
(Vanilla,  chocolate,  lemon, 
frozen  pudding.) 
My  ma's  birthday. 
2,009,031  slaves  in  U.  S.  1859. 
2,100  slaves  in  Q.  H.  S.  1932. 
W.  A.  Pinkerton  born  1846. 
Little  or  no  activity  1802. 


A  BIT    OF    ARSENIC 

Well,  here  we  are  again  bringing 
the  news  and  mews  concerning  ac- 
tivity in  and  around  this  noble  insti- 
tution or  perhaps  I  should  say  "noble 
in  purpose."  Since  the  February 
seniors  madly  rushed  for  freedom 
and  as  there  are  no  new  suffering 
sophs  the  only  ones  left  whom  "we 
can  tear  to  pieces  are  the  faculty 
members — I  can  picture  the  flag  at 
half-staff  already. 

We  have  gathered  together  a  few 
astonishing  but  little  known  facts 
which  will  surely  arouse  your  inter- 
est,— why,  we  are  even  beginning  to 
acquire  an  accent  like  Walter  Win- 
chell's. 

The  English  teachers  are  consider- 
ing the  request  of  several  students  to 
have  40  instead  of  20  points  of  out- 
side reading  required  per  semester. 
Has  the  idea  your  support? 

And  here's  good  news  for  you  fans. 
Several  public-spirited  men  have  ex- 
pressed their  desire  to  co-oporate  in 
building  a  stadium  for  Q.H.  S.  With 
a  student  drive,  say  of  one  cent  per 
head,  the  project  would  undoubtedly 
succeed.  Then  we  would  not  have  to 
freeze  at  Fore  River;  we  could  stay 
at  home  and  freeze. 

It  is  reported  that  all  schools  are 
to  be  dismissed  at  1:30  instead  of 
2:30  next  year,  and  on  cloudy  Fri- 
days clam  chowder  will  be  served  in 
the  boiler  room. 

Mr.  Bridges  smokes  big  black  "see- 
!  gars"  when  in  the  privacy  of  his  own 
.  home. 


QUESTION     AXD     ANSWER     DE- 
PARTMENT 

Dear  Uncle  Linden:  My  wife  has 
insomnia  and  doesn't  get  any  sleep 
nights.    What  shall  I  do? 

Answer:  I'd  suggest  a  short  piece 
of  lead  pipe. 

Dear  Sympathetic  Uncle  Linden: 
My  boy  friend  has  been  going  with 
other  girls  lately.    Please  advise. 

Answer:  See  Mr.  Dean  on  the 
third  floor. 

Q.  and  A.  Dept.  Dear  Sir:  I  am 
twenty-one,  have  brown  hair,  blue 
eyes,  am  about  five  feet  five  inches 
tall  and  weigh  about  110  pounds, 
but  nobody  seems  to  notice  me.  Can 
you   suggest  something? 

Answer:  I'll  be  out  next  Satur- 
day night. 

My  dear  Uncle  Lind  (May  I  call 
you  Lind  ?) :  Will  I  be  successful  in 
my  divorce  suit? 

Answer:  Madame,  whouse  do 
youse  tink  I  is,  Evangeline  Adams? 

My  very  dear  Sir:  Will  Al  Smith 
be  elected  in  1932? 

Answer:  Our  next  President  will 
be  a  dark  horse  from  Bemijie,  Wis. 
Personally,  I'm  hoarding  my  money. 

Dear  Friend  of  Youth:  Is  16  too 
young  an  age  at  which  to  be  mar- 
ried? 

Answer:  Pardon  me  while  I  see 
what  the  boys  in  the  back  room  will 
have. 

LTncle  Linden:  Did  you  see  the 
"Strange  Interlude?"  I  thought  it 
was  just  too  exciting. 

Answer:  Madame,  you  are  wasting 
your  time  here.  They  hang  people 
out  in  Texas. 


TEACHER'S    HOUSE    RAIDED!  !  ! 

Local  police  recently  raided  the 
home  of  a  certain  member  of  the 
Q.  H.  S.  faculty  while  looking  for  the 
Lindbergh  baby,  but  all  they  found 
an  unused  still  in  the  attic  and 
a  skeleton  in  the  closet.  It's  getting 
so  that  even  a  bank  embezzler  isn't 
safe  any  more. 


Clipped  from  a  rival  column :  "It 
was  proposed  that  the  students  of 
Quincy  High  School  pay  one  dollar 
and  a  quarter  to  attend  twenty-six 
home  games  during  the  course  of 
the  year.  The  students  rejected  the 
plan."    Need  we  say  more? 

Cutting  costs  is  a  splendid  idea, 
but  after  all  there  is  a  limit  to  the 
number  of  words  which  one  can 
write  on  a  piece  of  pad  paper. 

Those  pictures  of  the  "Father  of 
Our  Country"  are  very  inspiring; 
but  how  do  you  feel  when  you  say, 
"Sure,  I  did  my  homework?" 


THE    OLD    MAID'S   PARADISE 

Students  have  been  offered  several 
opportunities  to  hear  some  very  ex- 
cellent speakers  this  winter  ■which 
they  undoubtedly  did  not  appreciate. 

On  February  8.  Dr.  George  Rora- 
mert  spoke  to  some  of  our  future 
Faradays  and  Newtons  on  micropro- 
jection.  The  enthusiasm  was  of  such 
intensity  that  it  seems  quite  obvious 
that  if  a  few  other  activities  were 
made  at  least  of  moderate  interest, 
they  would  perhaps  receive  greater 
support. 


LE*S   PAGE 


You  may  think  we're  awful  dubs 
But  we  still  please  the  women's   clubs. 
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PRICE— ANYTHING  BUT  A  PANSY 


On  Friday  evening,  February  12, 
Admiral  Byrd  spoke  to  a  capacity 
group,  many  of  them  students,  con- 
cerning his  recent  Antarctic  expedi- 
tion. If  there  had  been  a  little  more 
snow  during  those  cold  windy  days 
last  month  and  a  few  penguins 
strolling  about  we  would  have  gained 
that  South  Pole  effect  while  going 
over  to  the  Coddington  school. 


PERSONALITIES     AND      OTHER- 
WISE 

According  to  the  Literary  Digest 
we'll  soon  be  able  to  "hist"  one  foot 
up  on  the  rail  and  put  away  three 
fingers  of  rye  before  a  history  test. 

Our  worthy  instructors  attended  a 
lecture  on  "The  Philosophy  of  Life" 
a  short  time  ago.  Mr.  Wilson  thought 
that  it  was  the  best  that  he  had  ever 
heard,  but  he  thought  that  Christmas 
pageant  was  the  best  that  he  had 
ever  seen,  too. 

Did  you  ever  notice  how  the  Brew- 
er brothers  emerge  from  the  mist 
when  they  get  on  the  dance  floor? 
And  what  a  handsome  gigolo  "dat 
liddle  debbil"  Gordon  Lamb  would 
make.  Hotter  than  Mussolini  in  a 
checkered  suit! 

And  then  there  are  those  dances  in 
the  gym  before  games.  During  our 
casual  observation  all  we  could  think 
of  was  Sophie  Tucker  singing  "Dear 
Old  Pal  o'  Mine."  I  wonder  why 
everyone  leaves  after  the  dances?  I 
wonder! 

Wouldn't  you  like  to  know  who 
R.  Putnam's  big  moment  is?  Believe 
it  or  not  Marian  "Kiki"  Roberts,  no 
less. 


AS    THE    GAVEL    COMES    DOWN 

The  Page  and  Stage  Club  has  be- 
come an  entirely  dramatic  organiza- 
tion. In  place  of  speakers,  all  of  their 
time  during  meetings  in  the  near 
future  will  be  devoted  to  the  pro- 
duction and  writing  of  plays.  Can 
you  picture  that  one  is  now  in 
preparation  to  be  given  before  the 
school?  With  the  aid  of  the  helpful 
suggestions  that  they  have  received 
from  various  speakers  concerning 
scenery,  costumes  and  management, 
they  should  exceed  their  previous 
success,  and  we  can  look  forward  to 
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1200  SCHOOL  CHILDREN  ATTEND  CONVEN- 
TION AT  COLUMBIA 


a  pleasant  assembly.  Incidentally, 
the  June  graduation  will  reduce  the 
membership  to  half  its  present  size. 
Emotional  sophomores  are  greatly  in 
demand. 

Do  you  dream  of  bygone  days? 
Are  you  an  idealistic  soul?  If  so, 
Miss  Raycroft  and  the  Poetry  Club 
will  welcome  you  with  open  arms. 
Club  meetings  are  devoted  to  the 
discussion  and  study  of  the  writing 
of  poetry.  If  you  can  get  a  B  in 
English  and  a  recommendation  from 
a  teacher,  your  troubles  are  over — 
until  you  start  to  read  "L'Allegro," 
"II  Penseroso,"  et  cetera. 

The  Spanish  Club  has  continued  its 
dramatic  activities.  Three  plays,  "Un 
Norte  Americano  en  Mejico,"  "Barba 
Azul"  (a  puppet  show),  and  "En  el 
Cafe  Imperial,"  were  given  by  twen- 
ty-five of  the  club  members  at  the 
Boston  Spanish  Club  Friday  evening, 
April  1.  Spanish  songs  were  sung 
by  Vincent  Del  Ga.Ho. 

Eleven  new  members  were  admit- 
ted to  the  Thalia  Club  at  the  initia- 
tion held  March  18,  and  'twas  a 
gala  time — seems  if.  The  club  has 
been  inactive  during  the  past  few 
months  because  of  lack  of  available 
meeting  places  and  suitable  speak- 
ers, but  with  the  more  complete  or- 
ganization, it's  hard  to  tell  what  will 
happen. 

If  you  don't  wear  trousers,  you 
can  now  get  into  the  Girls'  Club  for 
a  tenth  of  a  dollar.  Whije  prosper- 
ity is  hunting  for  a  corner,  every- 
thing is  coming  down.  Why,  you 
can  even  buy  bath  mats  at  Ray- 
mond's  now  for  a  quarter. 

There  is  no  hemstitching  club  or 
we  would  tell  you  about  it. 


The  eighth  annual  convention  of 
the  Columbia  Scholastic  Press  As- 
sociation was  held  at  Columbia  Uni- 
versity in  New  York  City  on  March 
10,  11,  and  12,  1932.  Quincy  Senior 
High  School  was  represented  for  the 
first  time  at  these  contests  by  Ar- 
thur R.  Peel,  present  editor-in-chief 
of  the  "Golden  Rod."  Newspapers, 
magazines,  and  annuals  from  all 
parts  of  the  United  States  and  its 
Territorial  Possessions  were  judged 
as  to  merit,  general  appearance,  ar- 
rangement, et  cetera.  The  "Golden 
Rod"  rated  one  of  the  seventeen 
first  places  in  an  enrollment  of  more 
than  1500  senior  high  school  maga- 
zines, which  is  certainly  an  enviable 
accomplishment. 

During  the  general  sessions  at  the 
convention,  such  prominent  speakers 
were  heard  as  Dr.  Lawrence  M. 
Gould,  second  in  command  of  the 
Byrd  Expedition;  George  Palmer 
Putnam,  publisher;  Mr.  Frazer  Hunt, 
broadcaster  over  Station  WBZ,  on 
"Great  Personalities;"  Mr.  J.  Donald 
Adams,  Editor  of  "The  New  York 
Times  Book  Review."  Sectional 
meetings  were  also  held  at  which 
experienced  supervisors  discussed  in 
detail  individual  production  problems. 

The  delegates  terminated  their 
visit  to  Columbia  by  attending  the 
matinee  performance  of  the  Varsity 
Show,  "How  Revolting"' — and  so, 
boys  and  girls,  that  is  how  our  local 
"Mag"  made  good. 

You  ought  to  be  proud  of  your 
school  magazine  and  the  staff  re- 
sponsible for  its  success.  Now  that 
your  magazine  is  out  in  front,  keep 
it  there  by  co-operation  with  the 
editors. 


THE    GOLDEN-ROD 


The  last  issue  of  the  "Goldenrod" 
pleased  us  greatly.  I  will  be  delight- 
ed to  comment  on  it.  We  have  a 
Year  Book  very  similar  and  I  have 
it  right  before  me  for  reference. 
Mm let's  see. 

I  like  the  frontispiece.  That's  a 
fine-looking  ship  and  its  cargo  is  a 
significant  thought.  Makes  me  feel 
sort  of  sniffly;  next  year  it  will  be 
"Bon  Voyage"  for  our  class. 

Simple  and  interesting  arrange- 
ment of  class  pictures.  And  those 
nicknames!  Might  be  exciting  (to 
say  the  least)  to  meet  Dynamite 
Crowe  and  Gigolo  Weston.  ...  I 
like  to  read  such  an  original  class 
will.  The  class  census  is  also  well 
developed.  .  .  .  May  want  to  borrow 
a  few  books  from  that  "striking" 
library. 

It's  been  a  long  time  since  I  have 
read  such  a  fine  story  as  "The  Bog." 
Congratulations  to  Lewis  Santacross 
for  creating  a  vivid,  gripping  story. 
There  are  few  higher  aims  today 
that  breaking  down  that  racial  prej- 
udice which  undoubtedly  exists.  Per- 


haps most  of  us  look  down  on  the 
negro.  I  think  it  is  almost  natural. 
But  old  Sam's  courage  and  self-sac- 
rifice were  superb.  "The  Bog"  shows 
us  that  though  the  negro's  skin  is 
dark,  his  character  may  be  as  white 
as  that  of  any  lighter  complexioned 
man. 

The  book  as  a  whole  I  found  more 
than  interesting.  It  is  well  put  to- 
gether and  cleverly  illustrated.  If 
you  have  a  boys'  hockey  team,  no 
matter  how  inexperienced,  I  advise 
advertising  it.  Perhaps  this  is  re- 
garded as  a  minor  sport  but  it's  fast 
rivaling  the  major  ones.  Of  course, 
the  proper  facilities  are  necessary. 
We  merely  noticed  there  was  no 
mention  of  it  in  your  athletic  de- 
partment. 

The  "Goldenrod"  is  one  of  our 
favorite  exchanges.  Every  staff  of- 
ficer enjoys  it  a  great  deal.  We  are 
looking  forward  to  the  next  issue 
and  hope  to  receive  one  soon. 

Sincerely  yours, 
(Signed)  MARIE  SIMPSON, 

Exchange  Editor. 
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This  letter  is  an  example  of  the 
many  received  in  the  Exchange  De- 
partment, and  show  the  type  of 
criticism  sent  out.  We  have  a  total 
of  fifty-six  exchanges.  Fifteen  let- 
ters have  been  sent  out  since  the 
last  issue,  and  eighteen  magazines 
received.  Our  venture  in  writing  let- 
ters has  proved  successful,  and  we 
hope  they  will  continue  coming  in. 

We  acknowledge  receipt  of  the 
following: 

"The  Hebronite,"  Hebron  College 
and  Academy,  Hebron,  Nebraska. 

"The  Imp,"  Brighton  High  School, 
Brighton,  Massachusetts. 

"The  Broadcaster,"  Joseph  Kohn 
High  School  of  Commerce  for  Girls, 
New  Orleans,  Louisiana. 

"Mountaineer,"  Hazleton  Senior 
High  School,  Hazleton,  Pennsyl- 
vania. 

"Bow  Wow,"  Williams  High 
School,  May,  Texas. 

"The  Partridge,"  Duxbury  High 
School,  Duxbury,  Massachusetts. 

"The  Clarion,"  Essex  Junction 
High  School,  Essex  Junction,  Ver- 
mont. 

"Manet,"  North  Quincy  High 
School,  North  Quincy,  Massachu- 
setts. 


A  BAD  HABIT 

At  the  night  wore  on  and  lights 
winked  out  one  by  one,  the  old  man 
walked  from  room  to  room.  The 
lights  were  dim  and  the  shades 
drawn.  Tirelessly  the  clock  ticked 
off  the  minutes,  striking  the  hours, 
and  as  two  o'clock  went  by,  he 
turned  off  the  lights.  Putting  on  a 
coat  he  left  the  house.  Rapidly  he 
darted  behind  the  hedge  nearest  him 
and  breaking  into  a  run  disappeared 
into  the  trees  beyond.  He  twisted 
and  turned  to  shake  off  possible  pur- 
suit, finally  coming  to  a  stop  beneath 
an  unusually  large  tree.  With  a  last 
glance  around,  he  swiftly  shed  his 
coat  and  grabbing  a  low  branch, 
swung  up  into  the  lowest  branches 
of  the  tree.  There  he  crouched  and 
listened.  Hearing  nothing  he  crept 
out  on  the  branch,  and  grasping  the 
overhanging  limb  of  the  next  tree, 


"The  Lantern,"  Limestone  Col- 
lege, Gaffney,  South  Carolina. 

"Arielette,"  East  Maine  Confer- 
ence Seminary,  Bucksport,  Maine. 

"Monad,"  Belleville  High  School, 
Belleville,  New  Jersey. 

"Neversink  Notes,"  Port  Jervis 
Junior  High  School,  Port  Jervis, 
New  York. 

"Artesan,"  Mechanic  Arts  High 
School,  Boston,  Massachusetts. 

"Lawrence  High  School  Bulletin," 
Lawrence  High  School,  Lawrence, 
Massachusetts. 

"The  Mirror,"  Waltham  Senior 
High  School,  Waltham,  Massachu- 
setts. 

"The  Tattler,"  Nashua  High 
School,  Nashua,  New  Hampshire. 

"The  Crescent,"  Samuel  D.  Hamp- 
ton High  School,  Buckston  Center, 
Maine. 

"The  Echo,"  Winthrop  High 
School,    Winthrop,    Massachusetts. 

"The  Mercury,"  West  Springfield 
High  School,  West  Springfield,  Mas- 
sachusetts. 

"The  Clarion,"  Jamaica  Plain 
High  School,  Jamaica  Plain,  Massa- 
chusetts. 


leaped  across  as  agile  as  a  monkey. 
Climbing  up  ten  feet  or  so,  he 
reached  into  his  pocket  and,  draw- 
ing forth  a  small  bag  emptied  it  into 
a  hole  which  was  cut  so  as  to  be  un- 
noticeable  from  the  ground.  The 
hoarder  had  added  to  his  pile. 

Oscar    Hallberg. 

•'OUR"    BRIARS 

My  Dad  (he  smokes  a  pipe  you  see) 

Once  said:    "I  cannot  for  the  life  of  me 

See  why  your  Ma  will  never  let 

Me  grab  a  chair  and  smoke,  and  set." 

He  smokes  and  smokes  his  old  briar  pipe 

Until  it  seems  to  get  so  ripe 

That  you  can  nearly  hear  it  sing 

A  funny   song-like   gurgling. 

Now  when  I  get  as  big  and  old 

As  Dad  with  lots  of  kids  to  scold, 

You  bet  the  time  will  then  be  ripe 

For  me  to  set  and  smoke  my  pipe. 

I'll  never  let  a  wife  of  mine 

Keep  telllin'  me  to  be  refined. 

I'm  just  a-goin'  to  smoke  and  set 

In  my  front  room  and  read — you  bet. 

George  W.  Tarr. 


ALUMNI 


RADIO  DEBATES  THE  WORLD 

I  submit  herewith  the  gem  which 
you  requested  of  me.  You  may  print 
some  of  it,  all  of  it,  or  none  of  it,  as 
you  please.  I  trust  that  it  satisfies. 
If  not,  please  consign  it  to  the  near- 
est wastebasket. 

The  entrance  of  the  radio  into  the 
American  scene  has  revolutionized  a 
good  many  aspects  of  modern  ife,  but 
none  any  more  than  public  speaking. 
The  early  twenties  saw  the  decline 
of  oratory  to  a  point  where  the  Con- 
gressman with  the  wilted  collar  was 
an  object  of  mirth  rather  than  re- 
spect. The  advent  of  radio  trans- 
ported public  speaking  back  to  its 
former  eminence,  but  in  a  different 
form.  Radio  speaking  does  not  admit 
of  those  blasting  barrages  to  which 
Fourth  of  July  audiences  have  long 
been  subject.  Rather  the  speaker 
wins  an  audience  by  clear,  concise 
sentences  easily  understood.  Where 
superlatives  were  the  custom  before, 
they  inspire  only  a  quick  turn  of  the 
dial  today. 

College  debating  has  felt  the  dif- 
ference, of  course.  Although  the 
operators  of  radio  stations  and 
chains  were  as  slow  in  putting  on 
debates  over  the  air  as  the  colleges 
were  in  requesting  them  to  do  so, 
college  radio  debating  has  at  last 
arrived.  It  has  its  disadvantages,  but 
they  are  outweighed  by  its  benefits. 
In  the  first  place,  old  style  gesticula- 
tion and  blatant  bellowing  have  been 
mercifully  relegated  to  the  limbo  of 
the  passe.  Secondly,  the  time  being 
limited,  superfluous  verbiage  means 
simply  a  waste  of  time.  There  is  no 
one  to  smile  an  encouraging  smile; 
the  gallery  gods  are  gone.  In  place 
of  all  this  there  stands  a  hard,  cold, 
forbidding,  metal  "mike,"  whose  kiss 
is  death  to  more  than  one  unfortu- 
nate accustomed  to  the  plaudits  of 
his  admiring  friends. 

Radio  speaking  in  debate  has  also 
radically    changed     debating    tech- 


nique. The  audience  is  no  longer  to 
be  considered  as  a  dozen  to  a  few 
hundreds,  but  as  thousands  of  indi- 
viduals, each  with  a  personal  reac- 
tion. Greater  care  is  necessary  in 
preparation.  Each  statement  must 
have  substantial  authority  behind  it. 
The  hundreds  of  letters  which  Har- 
vard teams  have  received  on  their 
debates  emphasize  the  fact  that 
painstaking  care  in  preparation  is 
absolutely  necessary.  Where  before 
an  exaggeration  might  be  resorted 
to  with  some  effect,  it  is  potential 
suicide  now.  The  facts  are  of  para- 
mount importance. 

Of  course  a  new  bag  of  tricks  has 
been  invented.  Two  years  ago  an 
English  team  arrived  in  Cambridge 
and  the  Harvard  men  noticed  that 
their  opponents  were  wont  to  sub- 
stantiate their  remarks  with  author- 
ities possessing  unpronounceable 
names.  After  the  debate  was  over, 
one  of  the  Harvard  men  asked  the 
reason.  "Oh,  you  know,"  explained 
the  Englishman,  "it's  a  jolly  good 
idea.  You  fellows  can't  quote  them 
back  at  us."  This  so  impressed  one  of 
our  men  that  in  Harvard's  first  radio 
debate  three  years  ago  over  WLS  in 
Chicago,  he  determined  to  experi- 
ment with  the  idea.  The  subject 
under  discussion  being  disarmament, 
he  searched  for  the  name  of  a 
foreign  authority  on  disarmament 
de  Madariaga,  who  was  the  first  am- 
and  finally  hit  upon  that  of  Salvatore 
bassador  from  the  new  Spanish  re- 
public to  the  United  States.  He 
practised  diligently  until  he  could 
pronounce  the  name  with  lightning- 
like rapidity.  I  don't  believe  that 
those  present  in  the  studio  at  Chi- 
cago will  soon  forget  the  moment 
when  our  opponent  in  rebuttal  rose 
to  refute  the  statements  attributed 
to  Senor  de  Madariaga.  His  speech 
was  five  minutes  of  the  most  pitiful 
stammering,  hesitation,  and  general 
distress  that  WLS  had  witnessed  in 
many  a  dav.  "Who  is  this—?  Who  is 
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this — ?"  he  fumed  in  conclusion,  and 
then  overcome  by  utter  weakness 
rushed,  or  rather  staggered,  for  the 
nearest  chair.  That  day  a  new  idea 
in  radio  debating  was  born. 

With  the  radio,  the  opportunities 
for  furthering  intersectional  and  in- 
ternational good  will  are  boundless. 
In  the  past  two  years  Harvard  teams 
have  been  pioneers  in  the  field  of 
long-distance  debating.  Last  spring, 
the  great  cross-country  debate  was 
held  over  seventy  stations,  with  Har- 
vard speaking  from  Boston,  the  Uni- 
versity of  Chicago  from  Chicago,  the 
chairman  and  judges  being  in  New 
York.  That  gave  the  two  broadcast- 
ing systems  some  new  ideas.  This 
year  Harvard  debated  Stanford  in  a 
trans-continental  meeting  and  a 
week  later  debated  Oxford  in  a  trans- 
Atlantic  broadcast,  both  broadcasts 
being  the  first  of  their  kind. 

The  technical  difficulties  involved 
in  such  broadcasts  are  extremely 
great,  and  both  debates  were  unique 
in  radio  engineering.  That  these 
discussions  served  a  double  purpose, 
being  at  the  same  time  vehicles  for 
argument  on  vital  issues  as  well  as 
agents  for  increased  good  will  be- 
tween sections  and  nations,  was 
testified  by  clippings  from  papers  on 
the  Pacific  Coast  and  in  England 
which  were  received  in  Cambridge. 
To  those  who  stood  in  the  studios  of 
the  National  Broadcasting  Company 
in  New  York  and  spoke  informally 
to  their  English  friends  in  the  Lon- 
don studio  before  the  debate  was  put 
on  the  air,  the  great  possibilities  of 
radio  were  apparent.  Even  though 
only  the  weather  was  discussed  over 
the  Atlantic  Ocean  the  thrill  of  re- 
ferring to  that  trite  subject  with  the 
Oxford  men  was  a  tremendous  one. 
Although  femininity  as  at  present 
constituted  is  good  enough  for  most 
of  us,  who  knows  whether  or  not 
someone  may  yet  call  up  his  girl 
friend  on  Mars?  Think  it  over,  Soph- 
omores! ! 

Paul  Reardon,  J'27. 


TEXAS 

Texas  of  course  is  one  of  the  im- 
portant states  when  the  raising  of 
cattle  and  sheep  is  considered,  and 
while  Missouri  has  always  been  con- 
sidered the  most  important  mule 
raising  state,  Texas  really  holds  this 
honor,  if  the  raising  of  mules  could 
be  considered  an  honor. 

A  student  at  the  University  of 
Texas  once  wrote  in  an  essay  on  the 
State  of  Texas:  "If  all  of  the  cows  in 
Texas  were  rolled  into  one  big  cow, 
she  could  stand  with  her  hind  feet  in 
the  Great  Lakes  and  brush  the  Auro- 
ra Borealis  with  her  tail.  If  all  the 
hogs  in  Texas  were  rolled  into  one 
big  hog,  he  could  root  a  ditch  as  big 
as  the  Panama  Canal  in  three  roots. 
If  all  of  the  roosters  in  Texas  were 
rolled  into  one  big  rooster,  he  could 
stand  on  the  North  Pole  and  crow  so 
loud  that  the  crack  of  doom  would 
sound  like  the  tick  of  an  Ingersoll 
watch  in  comparison." 

Texas  really  is  quite  a  wonderful 
State.  It  contains  all  kinds  of  cli- 
mate, high  and  dry,  low  and  swampy, 
hot,  cold.  She  has  mountains,  for- 
ests, plains  and  deserts.  She  has 
deposits  of  gold,  silver,  lead,  zinc, 
potash,  coal,  iron  and  oil.  She  raises 
wheat,  cotton,  fruits,  cattle,  turkeys, 
hogs.  She  manufactures  many  things 
and  is  growing  as  a  manufacturing 
State. 

The  above  reads  as  though  it  were 
scribbled  by  a  "native  son"  of  Cali- 
fornia about  his  own  state,  but  it  is 
only  by  an  adopted  son  of  Texas. 
Imagine  what  a  "native  son"  would 
say! 

George  R.  Prout,  Q.  H.  S.'17. 


FROM   A   POET 

I  am  tempted  to  tell  you  a  secret. 
It  has  always  been  a  quiet  ambition 
with  me  to  have  something  published 
in  the  "Golden  Rod."  While  I  was 
there  at  Quincy  High  I  submitted 
some  poetry  to  the  magazine,  but 
because  those  poems  were  rather  un- 
polished and  puerile  they  were  not 
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accepted — quite  justly  enough.  Now, 
one  day  when  I  did  not  have  my 
written  assignment  prepared,  I 
snatched  up  those  rejected  poems — 
all  this  was  at  Purdue — and  I  sub- 
mitted them  to  the  instructor.  I  don't 
think  he  quite  understood  them.  I 
pause  here  to  say  in  parenthesis  that 
I  use  a  rather  singular  method  in 
writing  poetry.  I  write  poems  that 
I  cannot  quite  understand  myself 
and  others  likewise  find  them  mysti- 
fying, and  rather  than  admit  their 
inability  to  understand,  they  say  the 
poems  are  good — simple? 

Anyway,  this  professor,  rather 
than  admit  from  his  professional 
height  that  he  could  not  understand 
the  poems,  caused  them  to  be  pub- 
lished in  the  school  literary  publica- 
tion. Others  read  them  and  went 
through  the  same  process  of  appre- 
ciation and  those  poems  are  the  ones 
you  spoke  about,  and  sure  enough, 
the  ones  I  would  send  you  today  if  I 
had  them  here  in  Worcester. 

Joseph  Reardon,  F'28. 

(Continued  from   Page  22) 

There  was  no  great  scene  when 
the  woman  died.  It  was  at  evening, 
just  as  the  July  fervors  were  com- 
ing on. 

She  had  wept  much  in  the  morn- 
ing. As  the  day  grew  warm,  she  be- 
came very  weak  and  faint,  and  about 
noon  was  moved  by  a  few  neighbors 
from  her  chair  to  her  bed,  and  so 
died  as  the  sun  went  down. 

The  funeral  was  on  Wednesday. 
All  the  people  of  the  neighborhood 
were  there. 

Ten  years  rolled  by.  Three  per- 
sons came  up  the  lonely  road  that 
had  been  deserted  for  these  ten 
years.  They  were  surprised  to  see 
no  one  about,  and  after  searching 
more  thoroughly,  left  for  the  nearest 
neighbor's  house.  The  nearest  neigh- 
bor explained  to  the  three  strangers 
that  Alexander  and  his  mother  had 
been  dead  for  nearly  eleven  years. 
And  then,  suddenly,  a  young,  healthy 
girl  came  from  the  house  and  stood 
staring  at  one  of  the  strangers,  for 
she  was  the  first  to  recognize  her 
old  school-mate,  Herman. 


greeting 


The  others  seemed  to  hear  this 
as  in  a  dream.  They  talked 
with  Herman  and  the  men  in  a  man- 
ner that  seemed  strangely  cold  and 
indifferent.  A  quarter  of  an  hour 
passed  away.  The  neighbors  told  the 
strangers  of  Alexander's  terrible 
death  and  how  his  mother  had  not 
lived  long  afterward. 

Herman  sat  down  on  the  doorstep 
and  explained  that  he  had  been  in 
the  east  and  had  come  back  to  tell 
of  his  great  success.  But  now  he 
would  not  return  to  the  city,  but 
would  live  in  the  little  house  back 
along  the  road  where  he  would 
strive  to  keep  it  up  as  his  aunt  had 
always  done. 

Years  passed,  and  now  Cousin 
Herman,  by  the  operation  of  some 
spiritual  law  that  I  do  not  fully  com- 
prehend, is  one  of  those  who  win 
a  strange  affection  from  others.  It 
is  said  of  him  that  he  is  more  truly 
loved,  and  by  more  people,  than  any 
other  man  or  woman  in  all  settle- 
ments around.  Children  love  him 
with  a  passionate  attachment,  and 
the  woman  whom  he  made  his  wife 
is  said  to  take  his  aunt's  place  in 
the  little  house  on  the  lonely  road. 

REPORT     OF     OUR    CHINESE 
WAR  CORRESPONDENT 

Sigrid  Pullman 
Onec  in  the  dear,  dead  days  beyond 

recall. 
When  Buddha  mused  on  a  stone  in 

Gaul 
The  day  was  cold,  the  sun  was  hot 
When     Lancelot     and     Charlemagne 

fought 
And  Galahad  said  to  Guinevere 
'Tour  love  is  cold  and  dead.  I  fear." 
And  Priscilla  who  was  quite  far  gone 
Said.     -'Why    don't     you     speak    for 

yourself,  dear  John?" 
John    Smith     smiled — his    face    was 

grim 
The  moon  was  making  the  sun  quite 

dim 
On    that   terrible   Lisbon   earthquake 

day 
When     Pompeii    was     covered    with 

sand  and  clay. 
And    Caesar,    triumphant    home    had 

marched 
In  pink  silk  pajamas,  newly  starched. 
That  day,  dear  readers 
The   Chinese  leaders 
Defeated  Japan 
In    a    lone    sampan. 


AT  THE 
END 
OF  THE 
WORLD 
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ON  the  afternoon  of  August 
25,  the  smartest,  ablest, 
trimmest  old  square  rigger 
that  my  weathered  eyes 
have  seen  sailed  out  of  New  York  to 
Dunedin  to  pick  up  a  cargo  of  dogs, 
food  supplies,  sleds,  airplanes  and 
scientific  equipment  for  the  "End  of 
the  World,"  10,000  miles  away.  It  was 
the  "City  of  New  York,"  an  auxiliary 
bark  that  every  eye  watched  as  she 
slipped  down  among  the  tugs,  yachts 
and  ocean  grey-hounds.  Whistles 
screamed  or  boomed  out  in  all 
pitches;  sailors  cheered  their  fare- 
well; tugs  hurried  about  puffing, 
screeching  for  right  of  way  like  a  lot 
of  old  ladies  doing  their  shopping. 

Officers     aboard     the     ocean     grey- 
hounds cheered,  but  their  fine  lines 


seemed  to  snub  this  little  ship  on 
water.  She  may  be  old  fashioned,  but 
from  all  over  the  world  where  ships 
find  their  harbor,  the  "City  of  New 
York"  was  chosen  to  transport  the 
most  modern  and  scientific  expedi- 
tion that  man  has  ever  planned. 
Aboard  this  trusted  craft  were  Byrd 
and  thirty  other  co-adventurers. 

We  all  know  of  her  trip  to  Dun- 
edin. On  December  2,  1928,  she  sailed 
from  New  Zealand,  and  the  world 
waited  to  hear  of  her  successful  ar- 
rival. On  Christmas,  the  news  flashed 
from  the  Bay  of  Whales,  10,000 
miles  away,  to  let  the  outside  world 
know  of  their  safety! 

Tonight  we  sit  in  the  assembly 
hall.  The  house  is  packed.  People 
watch   the    clock.    They  are    tense, 
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anxious,  for  haven't  the  hands 
reached  the  hour?  Mr.  Muir  is  on  the 
stage.  He  talks  of  Rear  Admiral 
Byrd;  he  speaks  well,  interestingly. 
Where  is  Byrd?  Some  say  that  per- 
haps he  is  late.  No!  We  hear  our 
superintendent  say  "It  is  a  great 
privilege  to  introduce  Rear  Admiral 
Richard  E.  Byrd."  And  from  behind 
the  curtain  steps  the  man  who  has 
gone  up  Broadway  more  times  than 
any  other  man,  when  New  York  has 
paid  its  tribute  to  men  who  have  suc- 
ceeded in  great  deeds. 

He  stands  there,  neat  and  erect, 
with  navy  training  written  all  over 
him.  He  wears  the  evening  suit  of  a 
naval  officer.  Across  the  left  breast 
of  his  coat  are  many  medals.  On  his 
sleeves  are  about  five  inches  of  gold 
braid,  showing  his  twenty  years  of 
service.  He  stands  about  five  feet, 
nine  inches,  with  fine  straight 
shoulders.  On  these  is  set  an  intelli- 
gent looking  head,  with  short  hair 
and  handsome,  clear  cut  features. 

Byrd  gives  a  few  notes  on  what  is 
to  proceed;  then  it's  dark  and  on  the 
screen  he  shows  movies  of  rough 
seas,  icebergs,  ice  fields,  seals,  pen- 
guins,  huskies  and  Little  America. 


From  here  went  dog  teams,  air- 
planes, mapping  and  exploring,  dis- 
covering new  mountains,  new  lands, 
exploring  more  in  one  day  than  other 
expeditions  before  them  did  in  years. 
On  February  18,  1929,  Byrd  discov- 
ered and  claimed  40,000  square  miles 
of  land  for  the  United  States,  which 
is  known  as  Marie  Byrd  Land. 
People  are  held  spellbound  with  the 
work  done  there,  or  laugh  heartily  at 
comedy  that  was  forever  turning  up 
in  trying  times. 

It  is  over!  We  hurry  back  stage 
with  the  nerve  of  a  reporter.  We  get 
his  autograph.  Now,  as  it  was  Scout 
Week  and  it  had  been  the  general 
topic  of  English,  we  asked  about 
Paul  Siple,  the  Eagle  Scout,  who 
went  with  him  to  Little  America.  We 
wanted  to  know  about  his  work,  and 
if  he  thought  scouting  prepared  him 
for  his  work  on  the  expedition. 

Byrd  smilingily  said,   "Why,  yes, 

indeed.   He  worked  among  men  as  a 

man.  A  fine  worker!"  Then  he  went 

on:  "The  Scout  movement  is  a  great 
movement."  He  saw  the  scout  pins 
we  wore  and  said,  "But  I  think 
almost  every  scout  could  do  it,  also." 


THAR  SHE  BLOWS 

A  Tale  of  the  Salty  Sea  Told  to  Steve  O'Brien  by  a  Famous  Sea  Captain  of  Quincy 


GOME  along,  matey,  for  you 
won't  be  a-hearin'  a  yarn  o' 
the  sea  a-standin'  there  a- 
lookin'  out  over  that  salt- 
water marsh.  Come  along,  for  we've 
got  a  yarn  to  hear  of  the  Charles  W. 
Morgan  and  the  Alice  Knowles.  Come 
along,  for  Captain  James  E.  Earle's 
a-waitin'  to  spin  a  yarn  for  you. 

You  don't  know  Captain  Earle? 
Well,  he  was  born  in  Edgartown, 
Martha's  Vineyard,  on  the  fourteenth 
of  February  in  'fifty-four.  He  lived 
among  seafarin'  folk  'till  he  was 
twelve,  and  then  he  went  to  sea  to 
learn  the  trade  of  whaler.  He  be- 
came captain  of  several  whaling 
ships,  among  them  the  Alice 
Knowles,  of  287  tons,  built  in  Quincy, 
;md  the  most   famous  vessel  of  the 


whaling  fleet,  the  Charles  W.  Mor- 
gan, of  290  tons.  The  latter  was  a 
lucky  ship — he  was  out  three  years 
and  three  months,  and  came  back 
with  1700  barrels  of  sperm  oil,  350 
of  whale  oil,  and  5000  pounds  of 
bone.  All  this  was  valued  at  $69,591. 
She  brought  $2,000,000  to  her  owners 
in  her  time. 

Capt.  Earle  received  his  master's 
papers  when  he  was  twenty-six,  and 
in  a  British  port;  and  I'm  tellin'  you 
that  you  have  to  know  boats  and  the 
sea  to  get  British  master's  papers!  It 
was  in  Auckland,  New  Zealand,  that 
he  met  a  schoolmarm  who  became 
his  wife  and  went  to  sea  with  him. 

The  captain  is  seventy-eight  now, 
stands  about  five  feet,  ten  inches,  and 
is  a  little  rounded  over.    His  hair  is 
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white  and  gettin'  rather  thin  on  top. 
His  brilliant  eyes  twinkle  like  run- 
nin'  lights  under  his  white  eyebrows. 
His  cheekbones  are  high,  and  he 
wears  a  white,  droopin'  mustache. 
He  doesn't  show  his  age  until  he 
walks,  and  then  you  notice  that  he's 
gettin'  old;  no  longer  has  he  the  roll 
of  the  seaman. 

As  we  come  to  the  house  and  push 
the  bell,  we  hear  the  captain  say,  "I 
guess  the  boys  have  come,  mother." 
Soon  we're  sittin'  in  the  captain's 
livin'  room  and  Mr.  Earle  tries  to 
get  him  goin'.  Then  he  speaks  up: 
"No,  mother,  you  haven't  got  it 
right,"  and  finally  he  goes  off  for  his 
harpoon  to  spin  a  yarn  of  his  seven- 
thousand-dollar  whale. 

"We'd  left  New  Bedford  in  Novem- 
ber, 1908,  and  it  was  off  Crozet's,  a 
small,  rocky  island  in  the  South  Indi- 
an Ocean.  The  wind  was  just  barely 
blowin'  and  the  'Alice  Knowles'  was 
just  walkin'  along.  The  only  sound 
was  the  ripple  of  the  water  breakin' 
at  the  bow.  The  men  were  lyin' 
around  the  deck,  but  up  in  the  crow's 
nest  was  one  man,  scannin'  the 
ocean. 

"He  sees  somethin'  breakin'  the 
sea.  He  leans  over  the  hoops,  puts 
his  hand  to  his  mouth  and  bellows 
out,  'Thar  she  blo-o-o-o-ows!'  The 
men  jump  to  their  whalin'  boats 
while  I  bellows  back,  'Where  away?' 
and  the  answer  comes  back,  'Two 
p'ints  off  the  starb'd  bow!'  The  men 
lower  their  boats  and  set  their  sails. 
They  come  within  a  few  hundred 
yards  of  the  whale  and  down  comes 
the  sail  and  they  begin  rowin'.  The 
third  mate's  boat  gets  there  first  and 
as  they  approach  the  whale  the 
steerer  goes  forward.  The  mate  takes 
the  steerin'  oar. 

"The  harpoon  is  poised  in  the  air. 
It's  thrown,  and  down  through  the 
blubber  into  the  flesh  goes  a  yard  of 
iron.  The  whale  starts  off  at  a  mad- 
denin'  speed  and  the  line  runs  out  at 
an  awful  rate.  Then  the  men  get 
their  old  Nantucket  sleigh-ride.  All 
of  a  sudden  he  shows  his  flukes  and 
they  know  he's  goin'  to  sound.    Out 


goes  more  line.  Well,  in  the  boats 
they  have  two  tubs  of  line;  one  300 
fathoms  and  the  other  100  fathoms. 
This  whale  dies  under  water  and 
now  he's  sinkin'  fast.  So  the  third 
mate  signals  to  the  fourth  mate  to 
come  to  him.  He  hitches  up  his  line 
and  then  comes  back  to  tell  me 
what's  up.  So  I  tell  the  fourth  mate 
to  have  the  third  mate,  Sylvia,  wait 
'till  I  run  the  ship  alongside  and  cast 
a  line  down  for  him  to  make  his  line 
fast.  Sylvia  was  afraid  the  whale 
would  take  his  boat  down  and  him 
with  it,  so  he  was  pretty  relieved 
when  the  'Alice  Knowles'  was  along- 
side. The  second  tub  was  almost  run 
out. 

"The  main  shroud  was  over  the 
side  to  Sylvia  and  no  longer  was 
there  the  strain  of  an  eighty-ton 
whale  on  the  small  boat.  The  shroud 
was  brought  down  through  to  the 
donkey-engine.  I  stood  there  work- 
in'  it,  because  if  any  of  the  men 
should  have  let  it  run  too  fast,  the 
iron  might  pull  out  and — well,  I'd 
tell  him  a  thing  or  two.  So  while  I 
worked  the  engine  the  men  were 
waitin'  for  the  first  opportunity  to 
put  more  irons  in  him  so  as  to  get  a 
good  hold.  Well,  the  whale  came  in 
sight,  the  irons  were  placed,  and  we 
were  ready  to  cut  in. 

"And  that  whale  brought  us  seven 
thousand  dollars,  but  look  how  it 
stretched  my  good  Swedish  iron!" 

THE    WALK-AWAY 

I  was  swimming  one  day  in  the  fair 

Quincy  Bay, 
When  the   tide  and  the  wind  both   swept  me 

away, 
Though  I  swam  all  day  in  the  same  spot  I'd 

stay 
Till  the  tide  dropped  out  and  I  walked  away. 

Mabel  Fosdick. 

There  was  an  old  lady  from  Gout, 
Who  was  exceedingly  stout, 

She  jumped  in  a  pool 

To  keep  herself  cool 
And  all  of  the  water  jumped  out. 
Carleton  Power 

MacArthur  went  down  to  the  zoo 
He  hadn't  a  thing  to  do 

He  went  to  the  cage 

Of  a  lion  in  rage — 
The  services  will  be  at  two. 

Harry  Johnson 
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MORE  OPINIONS 


A   NEWSPAPER 

Being  sent  to  the  Columbia  Schol- 
astic Press  convention  in  the  inter- 
ests of  this  publication,  we  thought 
it  incident  upon  ourself  to  delve  a 
little  into  the  matter  of  school  news- 
papers. We  are  recording  some  of 
our  findings  here  for  the  benefit  of 
anyone  who  wishes  to  rejuvenate 
the  "Quincy  High  News,"  and  make 
a  success  of  it. 

In  the  first  place.,  there  are  very 
few  schools  publishing  mimeo- 
graphed papers.  The  majority  are 
four-page  printed  sheets  of  various 
sizes,  the  better  class  being  printed 
on  hard-surfaced  paper  similar  to 
that  used  in  this  magazine.  Some 
have  eight  or  twelve  pages. 

Such  publications,  however,  re- 
quire a  large  and  well-organized 
staff  of  editors  and  reporters,  as  well 
as  a  well-trained  business  staff.  The 
paper  is  usually  a  recognized  school 
activity  in  the  hands  of  competent 
faculty  advisors,  and  the  staffs  are 
chosen  by  election  or  appointment. 
The  staff  members  serve  long  enough 
to  become  fairly  familiar  with  news- 
paper makeup  and  technique. 

Probably  the  greatest  obstacle  to 
such  a  publication  is  the  matter  of 
financing  it.  Printing  costs  at  the 
very  least  twenty-five  dollars,  and 
increases  with  size,  quality  of  paper, 
and  the  addition  of  pictures.  This 
prohibits  a  selling  price  as  low  as 
one  cent.  Five  and  ten  cents  are  the 
prices  asked  for  the  better  papers. 
Practically  all  of  them  are  forced  to 
print  advertisements  to  help  pay  for 
themselves,  and  securing  ads  is  the 
greatest  problem  of  the  business 
staffs.  From  one-half  to  one  page  is 
usually  devoted  to  ads. 

We  find  that  the  weekly  news- 
paper is  rapidly  supplanting  the 
magazine  in  the  more  progressive 
schools,  being  supplemented  by  a 
year  book,  or  a  literary  magazine 
and  a  year  book.  For  this  reason  we 
should  like  to  see  this  project  taken 
up  in  earnest,  and  firmly  established 
as  a  school  institution. 


LOST  BOOKS 

The  fact  was  brought  to  the  atten- 
tion of  the  Student  Council  a  short 
while  ago  that  there  has  been  for 
some  time  an  enormous  loss  of  books 
from  the  school  library.  It  was  stated 
that  the  library  is  allowed  six  hun- 
dred dollars  a  year  for  the  purchase 
of  new  books.  The  librarian  has  to 
spend  nearly  one-third  of  this  to  re- 
place lost  or  mutilated  books. 

We  realize  that  much  of  this  loss 
is  not  intentional;  it  is  merely  a 
matter  of  carelessness  in  many 
cases.  For  instance,  we  know  of  a 
boy  who  left  in  the  locker-room  a 
library  book  along  with  a  book  of 
his  own  worth  at  least  three  dollars. 
To  our  knowledge,  he  didn't  even  in- 
quire about  them. 

The  fact  remains,  however,  that 
books  are  lost,  and  that  it  is  costing 
the  city  over  one  hundred  and  fifty 
dollars  each  year.  How  much  better 
it  would  be  if  this  sum  could  be  spent 
for  new  books  instead  of  for  those  of 
last  year  or  the  year  before!  Not 
only  that,  but  we  are  only  robbing 
our  own  fathers  when  we  lose  our 
books,  for  they  are  the  taxpayers. 

The  situation  can  be  very  easily 
remedied  if  we  will  all  remember  to 
sign  the  bookslip  and  hand  it  to  the 
boy  at  the  door  when  we  take  out  a 
book.  In  this  way  the  books  may  be 
traced,  and  forgetful  minds  will  not 
waste  the  city's  money. 

While  we  are  on  the  subject,  we 
might  point  out  that  many  a  pupil 
would  be  able  to  avoid  paying  for  a 
lost  book  if  he  would  make  a  visit 
to  the  office,  where  lost  textbooks  are 
kept. 

THE  TORTOISE  AST)  THE  HARE 

You  all  know  the  story  of  "The 
Tortoise  and  the  Hare/'*  It  looks  at 
present  as  though  that  old  fable 
would  be  reenacted  right  in  this  city, 
with  Quincy  High  in  the  honorable 
role  of  Hare,  and  North  Senior  play- 
ing an  excellent  Tortoise.  We  do  not 
mean  that  they  are  slow  and  plod- 
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ding,  for  they  are  far  from  that;  but 
in  a  few  years,  they  are  liable  to 
steal  our  laurels  right  out  of  our  own 
trophy  case,  while  we  sit  back  and 
enjoy  existence. 

Already  athletic  contests  have 
been  held  between  the  two  schools  in 
which  North  has  held  up  her  end 
admirably.  Her  inexperienced  wres- 
tling team  was  able  to  hold  our  vet- 
erans to  a  very  close  score;  and  we 
are  ashamed  to  mention  what  her 
hoop  team  did  to  our  sophomores. 

On  the  scholastic  side  also,  she  is 
our  equal.  Many  of  our  best  students 
hail  from  the  north  end  of  the  city. 
A  glance  at  our  honor  rolls  will 
prove  it.  Over  half  of  the  last  Golden 
Rod  staff  were  North  Alumni. 

Not  only  is  North  getting  a  fine 
crop  of  pupils,  but  she  is  taking  away 
one  of  our  sources  of  talent.  What 
is  our  loss  is  her  gain. 

If,  therefore,  we  don't  want  North 
plaving  our  game  with  Brockton  and 
WINNING  it,  we  had  better  get  on 
our  feet  and  hustle! 

WHY    REPEAL    THE     GREAT 

AMERICAN    MASTERPIECE— 

THE  VOLSTEAD  ACT? 

Among  our  present  problems,  be- 
sides that  of  trying  to  prevent  the 
dislocation  of  our  necks  in  our 
anxiety  to  see  old  man  Prosperity 
come  around  Hoover  Corner,  is  the 
perplexing  question,  should  we  or 
should  we  not  repeal  that  glorified 
Volstead  Act  alias  Prohibition  alias 
Eighteenth  Amendment.  Naturally, 
the  next  thing  you  are  waiting  for  is 
my  opinion  on  the  subject.  Well,  be- 
fore I  go  on  with  this  hash,  I  want  to 
say  that  this  scrambled  affair  is  not 
written  through  my  own  desire  but 
that  of  my  friend  Oscar  Zilch,  who, 
I'm  sorry  to  confess,  is  just  getting 
over  the  effects  of  the  last  party  he 
attended.  As  you  don't  know,  Mr. 
Zilch  is  an  active  member  of  the 
W.  T.  T.  T.  T.  Temperance  Associa- 
tion and  he  was  assigned  the  task  of 
conducting  dry  propaganda  through 
our  high  school  organ,  so  here  I  am 
pinch  hitting  for  him. 


Now  back  to  the  things  I  should 
have  told  you  five  minutes  ago.  The 
first  victim  of  the  repealing  of  this 
law  would  be  our  own  city's  fair 
garbage  department.  Think  of  the 
money  the  city  at  present  saves 
when  its  garbage  gondolas  have  the 
opportunity  of  dumping  their  con- 
tents into  the  workshop  of  our  boot- 
legger. Just  take  pencil  and  paper 
and  figure  the  enormous  sum  the 
garbage  department  saves  with  the 
present  method  in  effect.  You'll  be 
surprised  to  find  that  the  super 
grand  total  amounts  to  about  one 
dollar.    Economy,  aye? 

Secondly,  think  of  the  thrills  that 
would  be  eliminated  from  our  short 
lives.  No  more  could  we  mess  down 
the  cellar  making  our  own  beer  since 
it  could  be  bought  for  ten  cents  a 
gallon  at  the  corner  grocery  store. 
No  longer  would  we  have  the  oppor- 
tunity of  having  our  homes  blown  up 
from  under  us  because  we  put  one 
yeast  cake  too  much  into  the  latest 
batch  of  beer.  What  kick  would  we 
receive  from  drinking  wood  alcohol 
or  hair  tonic  when  John  Law  could- 
n't interrupt  us?  They  wouldn't  even 
bother  to  put  our  names  into  the 
newspaper  for  dying  from  the  stuff. 
With  these  things  missing  from  our 
lives,  would  we  care  to  live? 

Again  I  want  to  say  that  the  idea 
of  repealing  the  old  schooner  Vol- 
stead is  just  the  bunk.  Even  our  be- 
loved alma  mater,  the  Quincy  High 
School,  would  come  out  at  the  wrong 
cmO  of  the  bargain.  Her  proud  name 
no  longer  would  blaze  in  headlines 
on  the  front  pages  of  the  national 
newspapers.  Her  students  would 
never  have  the  chance  of  having 
their  lovely  countenances  don  the 
pages  of  Boston's  scandal  sheet.  Lo 
and  be-ho,  the  Quincy  High  School 
would  be  just  another  high  school. 

Now,  after  reading  a  few  of  these 
timeworn  facts  I  have  brought  forth, 
don't  you  think  the  present  Volstead 
Act  is  just  the  nertz? 

Adolph  Pill. 


The  depression  has  struck, 

and  crooners  are  just  another  lot 

of  faded  flowers. 
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SPORTS  ON  REVIEW 


Weymouth  and  Milton  sure  go 
after  revenge  in  a  big  way.  After 
losing  to  Quincy  on  their  home  floors 
they  came  to  Quincy  and  each  gave 
Quincy  a  big  licking. 

How  many  of  you  sports  missed 
the  Milton  Academy  game?  Boy! 
What  a  game!  With  but  a  few  sec- 
onds left  to  play,  "Smush"  Winsor 
shot  a  beautiful  basket  to  give 
Quincy  the  victory. 

The  weather  man  played  havoc 
with  our  hockey  team,  giving  them 
practically  no  practice  until  the  end 
of  the  season. 

The  Quincyites  gave  Bob  Green- 
halgh  plenty  of  practise  shooting- 
fouls;  he  had  no  less  than  eleven 
foul  shots  in  the  alumni  game. 

Let's  hope  that  after  taking  lick- 
ings in  football,  track  and  basketball 
that  the  baseball  team  will  be  able  to 
give  Brockton  a  setback. 

I  have  heard  that  Bob  King  is 
headed  for  a  berth  on  one  of  the  big 
league  hockey  teams.  He  showed  big 
league  ability  in  at  the  Garden  the 
22nd  of  Februarv. 


Will  somebody  please  let  us  know 
what  happened  to  the  Waterville, 
Maine,  wrestling  team. 

Over  seventy  candidates  reported 
to  Jimmy  LeCain  for  berths  in  the 
baseball  team,  and  there  is  a  great 
deal  of  fine  material  from  last  year. 

Ben  Neill  is  surely  burning  up  the 
track  world  around  Boston.  He  al- 
ready holds  many  Quincy  High  rec- 
ords. His  latest  is  the  interscholastic 
45-yd.  low  hurdles  record. 

The  hockey  team  has  a  great  liking 
for  overtime  periods,  and  has  played 
seven  overtimes  in  the  few  games 
that  it  has  played. 

The  interclass  basketball  games 
for  both  boys  and  girls  games  have 
been  coming  along  nicely. 

Quincy's  hockey  team,  playing 
against  the  more  experienced  and 
heavier  Framingham  team,  sure  put 
them  right  between  the  "devil  and 
the  deep  blue  sea"  with  a  2-1 
beating. 

Let's  "Put  the  Sun  Back  in  the 
Sky"  for  Quincy  with  good  baseball 
and  track  teams.  Good  luck,  Coaches 
LeCain  and  Wilson. 


BASKETBALL 


Quincy's  endeavors  in  the  basket- 
ball field  were  brought  to  a  close  at 
the  High  School  February  22,  when 
the  Quincy  team  lost  to  Brockton  by 
the  overwhelming  score  of  43-5.  The 
team  this  year  has  experienced  one 
of  its  most  unsuccessful  seasons.  It 
started  out  in  good  style,  winning 
three  out  of  its  first  four  games,  but 
after  that  fell  into  a  slump  and  was 
only  able  to  break  into  the  win 
column  on  only  one  more  occasion. 
The  second  team  was  a  little  more 
succesful,  winning  four  out  of  ten 
games. 

The  outstanding  game  played  by 
the  team  was  played  at  the  large 
Milton  Academy  "gym".  At  the  end 
of  the   first   half  the  Academy  was 


leading,  13-7.  In  the  second  half  the 
Quincy  team  came  fighting  back  and 
in  seemingly  no  time  had  tied  the 
score.  The  time  was  getting  very 
short  and  the  score  remained  tied 
when  little  "Smush"  Winsor  shot  a 
most  miraculous  basket  over  his  left 
shoulder  to  give  our  boys  a  21—19 
victory. 

The  outstanding  players  of  this 
year's  team  were  "Spike"  Swartz, 
Harty  Sass,  Finn  Folium,  Bob  Mac- 
Arthur,  Carl  Jepson,  "Smush"  Win- 
sor and  Johnny  Kroesser,  plus 
Frannie  Haynes.  Although  the  re- 
sults were  not  so  pleasing  on  paper, 
the  boys  lost  such  heart-breaking 
games  as  the  Newton  game  at  Quincv 
(22-24),  Norwood  at  Quincy  (21-18)", 
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and  the  Q.  H.  S.  Alumni  game  (31- 
24).  In  the  Norwood  game  the  boys 
from  Norwood  got  away  to  a  quick 
start  and  soon  had  a  big  lead,  which 
Quincy  was  not  quite  able  to  catch. 
Most  of  the  games  were  very  fast 
and  supplied  plenty  of  action  and 
thrills  to  the  onlookers  with  all  the 
players  fighting  their  hardest  all  the 
time. 

Varsity  Team  Records 

Quincy  21 — Weymouth  High  17 

22— Newton  High  24 

21— Mass.  Nautical  13 

19— Milton  High  18 

18 — Norwood  High  21 

24 — Brockton  Hig  38 
21 — Milton  Academy  19 

23 — Weymouth  High  38 

16— Newton  High  22 

20 — Norwood  High  31 

24— Q.  H.  S.  Alumni  31 

14— Milton  High  24 

11— Maiden  High  15 

5 — Brockton  High  43 
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Totals    259 

Second  Team  Records 

Quincy  16 — Weymouth  High  27 
21 — Mass.  Nautical  6 
17— Newton  High  14 
13— Norwood  High  20 
19— Brockton  High  29 
23 — Weymouth  High  5 
13— Newton  High  12 
17— Norwood  High  19 
9— Maiden  High  10 
15— Brockton  High     27 


Totals    163  169 

Individual  Records 
Varsity 

Player                    Games  Goals  Fouls  Points 

Swartz 14  18  12  48 

Sass    . 13  18  8  44 

Folium 14  16  11  43 

MacArthur    .  .  .13  13  7  33 

Winsor    10  10  5  25 

Jepson 7  8  5  21 

Kroesser    12  4  7  15 . 

Haynes    6  5  9  10 

Moorehead    ...    8  4  1  9 

Reinhalter    ...  11  1  2  4 

L.  Reilly    .....    2  2  0  4 


HOCKEY 


Coach  Hudson's  hockey  team 
opened  its  season  at  Comin's  rink 
against  the  crack  Mechanics  Art 
team,  and  after  a  very  close  battle 
the  more  experienced  team  emerged 
victors  by  a  2-1  score.  The  ice  was 
rather  soft  and  slowed  up  the  skaters 
considerably. 

Framingham  was  next  encount- 
ered at  Boston  and,  after  battling 
three  periods  and  two  overtimes,  the 
best  that  either  team  could  do  was 
to  a  get  a  2-2  tie.  It  was  a  fast  game 
and  both  teams  were  near  exhaus- 
tion at  the  end  of  the  game. 

The  Providence  Arena  was  the 
scene  of  Quincy's  next  battle,  with 
Pawtucket.  Quincy  had  had  a  long- 
lay-off  because  of  poor  ice  and  lost 
a  3-0  decision.  This  was  the  first 
time  that  a  Hudson-coached  team 
failed  to  score  at  least  one  goal. 

Quincy  next  played  a  two-game 
series  with  Thayer  Academy  and 
dropped  both  decisions  by  2-1  and 
7-2  scores  respectively.  Quincy 
showed  class  and  speed  in  the  first 
game,  but  was  completely  outclassed 
in  the  second  encounter. 

At  Wellesley,  Quincy  was  at  the 
short  end  of  the  score  only  after 
they  had  forced  the  Wellesley  team 
into  three  overtime  periods.  It  was 
a  tough  game  to  lose,  but  it  was  a 
fast  game  and  gave  Quincy  a  lot  of 
experience. 

The  most  exciting  game  was 
played  at  the  Boston  Arena  as  a  pre- 
lim to  the  All-Star  Interscholastic 
teams  of  Boston  and  Providence 
with  Framingham  High.  The  game 
was  very  spectacular,  in  that  Bob 
King,  Quincy  goalie,  made  marvelous 
saves,  robbing  Framingham  of  many 
goals.  Each  team  had  scored  one 
goal  and  the  end  was  drawing  near 
when  Eddie  Norton  raced  down  the 
ice  and  netted  the  goal  that  gave 
Quincy  a  deserving  victory. 

Outstanding  players  on  this  year's 
team  were  Larry  Cahoon,  the  Lind- 
berg  brothers,  Bob  King,  Bob  Noyes 
and  Eddie  Norton. 


Back  row,  left  to  right — Coach  Anderson,  Latora,  Bodine,  Countway,  Wheeler, 

Manager  Sprague. 
Middle  row — Thomas,  Captain  Schofield,  Patten,  Perosi,  MacWilliams. 
Front  row — Alex  Kuhns,  Brawn,  Tibbett,  Whitehouse,  Gus  Kuhns. 


WRESTLING 


The  Quincy  High  Wrestling  team 
has  just  concluded  a  very  successful 
season  under  the  direction  of  Coach 
Anderson.  The  team  went  through- 
out the  season  suffering  only  two 
defeats,  both  of  which  were  received 
at  the  hands  of  Needham. 

The  team  opened  up  against  Tufts 
freshmen  and  after  a  very  close 
battle  received  a  tie.  Needham  next 
entertained  the  Quincy  aggregation, 
but  Needham  proved  too  powerful 
and  emerged  victor.  In  the  return 
match  at  Quincy,  the  Needham  team 
again  proved  to  be  Quincy's  stum- 
bling block  and  they  took  home  a 
20-16  decision. 

Watertown  was  next  entertained 
by  Quincy,  but  the  match  was  easily 
won  by  the  Quincy  matmen,  31-5. 
Feroli  wrestled  "Little  Giant"  Kala- 
fatis,  the  Watertown  captain,  previ- 
ously undefeated,  and  won  a  4m.  685 


time  advantage.  This  proved  the  out- 
standing meet  of  the  day.  Quincy 
next  encountered  Weymouth  and 
won  easily,  30-88. 

On  March  14,  Quincy  traveled  to 
Watertown  and  returned  with  a 
ny2  -14  y2  victory.  Feroli  pinned 
Capt.  Kalafatis'  shoulders  this  time 
in  4m.  465.  The  other  matches  were 
very  close  and  the  winner  was  not 
decided  until  Bodine  defeated  King 
in  the  final  match  of  the  day.  Quincy 
closed  its  season  the  next  day  at 
Weymouth,  winning  30-10. 

Captain  Ainsley  Patten  has  com- 
pleted his  third  season  without  a 
single  defeat,  which  is  quite  a  record 
for  any  wrestler.  The  Quincy  boys 
were  very  much  disappointed  when 
the  Waterville,  Maine,  team  failed  to 
make  an  appearance  on  Feb.  23.  But 
a  very  interesting  exhibition  bout 
was  staged  in  its  place. 


Back  row,  left  to  right — Florence  Cole,  Olive  Walker,  Dorothy  MacLean,  Mar- 

jorie  Evans,  Astra  Berglund. 
Front  row — Mary  Louise  Lamb,  Geraldine  Sullivan,  Helmi  Heikkila,  Frances 

Howley,  Dorothy  Bailey,  Grace  Seagar. 


GIRL'S  BASKETBALL 


The  girls'  basketball  was  limited 
to  one  team  for  each  class  this  year. 

As  soon  as  Miss  Baker  had  chosen 
the  team  a  series  of  sixteen  interclass 
games  was  started.  The  J'32  class 
finally  won  the  series,  having  been 
defeated  only  once.  The  F'34  class, 
captained  by  Rita  Doane,  and  the 
J'34  class,  captained  by  Helen  Tres- 
cott,  offered  the  strongest  opposition 
and  proved  to  give  much  worry  to 
the  J'32's.  Those  on  the  winning 
team  included  Captain  Gerry  Sulli- 
van, Dot  Bailey,  Mary  Louise  Lamb, 
forwards;  Helmi  Heikkila,  Dot  Mc- 
Lean, centers;  Flo  Cole,  Midge  Ev- 
ans, Grace  Seagar,  Olive  Walker, 
guards,  and  Frances  Howley,  Astra 
Berglund,  side-centers. 

An  innovation  this  year  was  the 
selection  of  a  Blue  team  and  a  White 


team  from  the  most  proficient  play- 
ers in  the  school. 

The  Blue  team,  by  winning  two 
games  from  the  White  team,  earned 
the  right  to  be  known  as  the  Varsity 
team  and  to  represent  the  school  in 
a  game  against  North  High  School. 

A  victory  was  chalked  up  over  an 
Alumni  team  composed  of  stars  from 
Posse-Nissen  and  the  Karhu  Athletic 
Club. 

The  season  closed  on  March  18th, 
when  the  school  team  completely 
outclassed  a  fast  North  High  School 
team,  defeating  them  18-7. 

Four  volley  ball  teams  have  been 
chosen  to  play  a  series  of  games. 
When  this  is  completed  the  girls 
will  turn  to  the  outdoor  sports: 
track,  tennis  and  baseball. 
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BELIETE  IT   OR  M)T 

Time  marches  on.  History  must  be 
written.  In  the  past  year  we  have 
seen  many  things.  Capone's  in  jail, 
Japan  plays  ping  pong  with  China 
with  lead  bullets,  we  still  argue  about 
prohibition,  but  greatest  of  all  we 
argue  about  the  depression. 

Anyone  who  wants  to  study  de- 
pressions should  come  down  to 
Quincy  High  School  and  take  one 
look  at  our  sports.  Our  spirits  are  so 
depressed  we  are  now  using  exten- 
sion ladders  in  an  attempt  to  reach 
the  gutter.  If  our  spirits  become  any 
lower  a  snake's  buckle  would  look  to 
us  like  the  North  Star.  We  admit  this 
is  not  stable,  but  neither  are  our 
hopes.  Oh,  for  some  real  he-men! 
Gone  are  the  days  of  "Frank  Merri- 
well"  and  "Tarzan  of  the  Apes."  Still 
we  are  not  so  bad  off.  We  still  have 
"Lilly,  the  Bun  Duster,"  and  is  he 
some  "Pretzel  Bender!" 

There  is  nothing  wrong  with  our 
coaches.  The  trouble  lies  with  some 
thousand  odd  specimens  of  weak- 
kneed  "patent-leather-haired  milk- 
sops" who  are  even  afraid  of  taking 
setting  up  exercises  in  fear  that  they 
might  be  too  strenuous.  Whoops! 
My  deah!  You're  right.  Two  deep 
breaths  in  succession  would  be  too 
much  for  your  feeble  frame.  Great 
shades  of  St.  Peter!  Would  a  Samson 
or  a  Goliath  look  good  to  us  now! 
On  the  other  hand  maybe  this  is  not 
such  a  good  idea  to  you  students  of 
"Lilliputian"  stature,  at  least  as  far 
as  a  desire  for  sports  goes.  They 
might  be  too  rough  for  you.  You 
might  get  your  hair  mussed  or  your 
fingernails  dirty,  but,  greatet  of  all, 
such  extreme  exertion  might  even 
cause  you  to  perspire.  Tsk!  Tsk! 
Then  how  could  you  be  popular  with 
the  girls? 

We  enjoy  expressing  our  opinion 
of  you  and  could  further  enlarge 
upon  all  the  previous  statements 
with  the  greatest  of  pleasure.  Force 
would  not  be  required.  We  never 
had  any  trouble  blowing  out  candles 
on  birthdav  cakes. 


Our  hat  is  off,  at  least  any  time 
we  wear  one,  (you  see  we  are  not 
afraid  of  having  our  hair  mussed — 
we  don't  comb  it,  anyway.  Probably 
some  of  you  intellectual  giants  won't 
understand  that)  to  those  who  have 
enough  red  blood  in  their  veins  to 
desire  to  take  some  part  in  sports, 
either  through  active  participation 
or  through  the  staunch  support  of 
those  who  do.  If  you  can't  partici- 
pate or  support  we  suggest  that  you 
go  home  and  try  a  new  recipe  for  a 
new  egg  cake.  When  you  get  to  the 
point  where  the  egg  is  required,  just 
drop  in  (you  won't  have  to  break  the 
shell,  because  you  haven't  got  one). 
Your  advent  into  the  formula  would 
probably  spoil  it  and  the  whole  mess 
would  be  thrown  out  with  this  old- 
time  remark:  "A  good  riddance  to 
bad  rubbish." 

We  don't  care  what  you  think  of 
this  article.  We  hope  it  makes  you 
sore.  If  so,  it  at  least  proves  that  we 
were  right.  In  such  a  case  we  suggest 
the  remedy  of  either  going  out  for  a 
sport  whole-heartedly  or  if  you  can't 
do  this,  the  least  you  can  do  is  to 
keep  those  perpetually,  never-ceas- 
ing, disparaging  comments  of  yours 
quiet.  In  the  event  you  can't  do  that, 
we  suggest  the  same  remedy  that  we 
propose  for  those  who  sit  back 
thinking  that  this  article  doesn't 
mean  them.  Namelv,  GO  JUMP  IN 
A   LAKE! 

A.  Noni  Muss. 


Girls'  Bowling- 
Miss  Baker  tried  out  a  new  system 
for  the  girls'  bowling  this  year.  In 
place  of  the  usual  class  teams  each 
girl  bowled  individually  and  the 
eight  highest  contestants  were  rec- 
ommended for  letters.  A  fairly  large 
group  of  girls  came  out  for  bowling 
this  year  and  could  be  found  bowling 
strenuously  over  at  the  "Y"  on  Wed- 
nesday afternoons. 

Each  girl  bowled  eighteen  strings 
and  Ruth  Alexanderson  topped  the 
list  with  a  total  of  1513.  Kathryn 
Folmsbee  followed  closely  behind 
with  a  total  of  1502. 
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Track 

The  indoor  track  team  opened  its 
season  against  Somerville  only  to 
lose  a  close  meet  in  the  last  event. 
Four  records  were  set  by  the  Quincy 
teams — Earl  Lantery,  Al  Paine  and 
Ben  Neill  shared  the  honors,  with 
Lantery  making  two. 

The  team  did  not  show  up  as  ex- 
pected at  Brockton  and  were  badly 
beaten,  56y2-20y2.  Ben  Neill  was  the 
high  scorer  for  Quincy,  with  Paine 
getting  a  first  place  in  the  shotput 
and  DeLear  receiving  the  same  in 
the  1000-yard  run.  Quincy  beat  Ab- 
ington  in  the  relay  and  Mulhall  re- 
ceived a  place  in  the  600-yard  run  at 
the  Harvard  Interscholastics.  The 
boys  also  received  5%  points  at  the 
schoolboy  meet  the  afternoon  of  the 
H.  D.  C.  meet  in  Boston. 

Coach  Wilson  is  now  working 
with  a  large  group  of  candidates  for 
the  outdoor  track  team  and  has 
hopes  of  building  up  another  one  of 
his  fine  teams  which  will  represent 
our  school  in  the  state. 

Interclass  Basketball 

The  interclass  basketball  teams 
have  been  playing  weekly  on  the 
High  School  court  to  decide  the  class 
champions  of  the  school.  At  present 
the  February  1933  class  leads  the 
field,  winning  three  and  not  suffer- 
ing a  loss. 

Standing  of  the  teams: 

Won  Lost 

February  '33    3  0 

June  '32    1  1 

June  '34    1  1 

June  '33    1  2 

February  '34    0  2 

The  sophomores,  coached  by  Jim- 
my LeCain,  received  their  first  defeat 
at  the  hands  of  North  High.  The  team 
then  lost  to  the  Junior  High  teams 
of  South  and  Point,  but  they  broke 
into  the  win  column  at  Central, 
whom  they  defeated  with  a  score  of 
19-7.  The  team  has  fine  material,  but 
they  need  more  training  and  experi- 
ence. 


SOPHOMOEES    IN    ATHLETICS 

That  lowly  and  insignificant  group 
of  beings,  commonly  called  sopho- 
mores, which  we  have  in  our  midst, 
may  be  looked  down  upon  in  many 
respects,  but  they  are  certainly  com- 
ing into  their  own  athletically.  All  a 
sophomore  needs  is  a  little  encour- 
agement and  he'll  come  out  for  any 
sport  in  the  school.  Last  fall  was  the 
first  time  that  the  sophomores  really 
took  an  interest  in  sports  as  well  as 
the  first  time  that  they  have  been 
recognized  as  an  important  factor  in 
the  athletic  activities  of  the  school. 

During  the  cross-country  season 
Coach  Wilson  issued  a  call  for  sopho- 
mores so  that  a  race  might  be  staged 
with  the  North  High  sophomores. 
A  large  number  enthusiastically 
answered  this  call  and,  after  about  a 
week's  practice,  defeated  the  North 
runners  over  the  Merrymount  course. 

Football,  also,  last  fall  drew  a  much 
greater  number  of  sophs  than  ever 
before.  At  the  present  time  there  are 
many  of  them  trying  for  positions 
on  the  track  team  and  a  dual  meet 
will  be  held  with  North.  "Toots" 
Orlando,  a  soph,  is  expected  to  be  an 
important  factor  in  "Jimmy"  Le- 
Cain's  pitching  staff  this  season. 
Coach  Anderson  reports  that  on  the 
wrestling  team  Brown  and  Weaver 
have  done  well.  Basketball  had  a 
large  percentage  of  sophs  during  the 
past  season. 

This  increasing  interest  on  the 
part  of  the  sophomores  will  be  of 
great  benefit  in  the  future  when 
North  High  makes  its  bid  for  the 
athletic  supremacy  of  the  city. 

Frank  J.  Delear. 


Boys'  Bowling 

Each  Thursday  the  boys'  bowling 
teams  get  together  at  the  "Y"  alleys 
and  the  competition  is  now  running 
high.  Team  No.  1,  led  by  Captain 
Hallberg,  is  now  leading,  having 
won  13  points  and  lost  three. 


SPORTS  COMMENTS 

By  Ken  Morgan 


A  word  of  appreciation  to  the 
coaches.  It  is  no  small  job  to  make 
a  team  out  of  the  many  boys  that  re- 
port for  the  various  sports  and  a 
word  of  thanks  from  the  student 
body  would  be  a  stimulant  for  them 
to  carry  on.  From  the  basketball 
team  I'm  sure  I  can  carry  a  word  of 
thanks  to  Mr.  Clark  and  all  those 
who  helped  during  the  season. 

Carl  Jepsen,  better  known  as 
"Jeppy,"  finished  Quincy  High 
School  by  captaining  the  basketball 
team.  "Jep"  had  made  a  name  for 
himself  here  as  one  of  the  best 
known.  clean  -  fighting  athletes. 
"Jep"  is  quiet,  but  once  you  get  him 
with  Wickham  he  opens  up. 

Franny  Haynes  also  has  left  us. 
He  perhaps  is  best  remembered  for 
the  famous  victim  of — "If  his  feet 
were  as  fast  as  his  mouth  he  would 
be  a  'wow'."  Franny  always  was  out 
there  trying,  and  is  to  be  remem- 
bered for  his  good  nature. 

Johnny  Wickham  also  has  passed 
out  of  Quincy  High  School  sport 
circles.  He  will  be  remembered  on 
the  receiving  end  of  Jimmy  LeCain's 
baseball  team  and  on  end  on  the 
football  team.  John  always  has  a 
joke  ready  for  you. 

Finn  Folium  at  center  went  good, 
but  those  famous  long  shots  at  Mil- 
ton had  the  "board  of  strategy"  on 
edge  and  also  the  spectators.  Finn 
is  back  and  hopes  for  a  better  season 
next  year. 

Moorhead  and  Reinhalter,  a  pair 
of  inexperienced  forwards,  played  a 
very  good  game,  but  lacked  a  fight- 
ing spirit  which  comes  with  experi- 
ence. 

"Smash"  Winsor  played  a  great 
game  at  forward.  He  gained  some 
good  experience  and  should  be  a 
great  help  to  next  year's  team.  Have 
you  ever  noticed  the  gum? 

Rapo  is  to  be  remembered  as  a 
fellow  who  helps  the  team  by  keep- 
ing the  spirits  and  morale.  Although 


not  playing  a  great  deal,  he  was 
there  with  a  smile  and  word  of  en- 
couragement for  the  rest  of  the  team. 
To  the  students.  The  attendance 
at  the  games  was  great,  the  best  we 
have  had  for  a  long  time.  Keep  it  up, 
it's  something  Q.  H.  S.  needs — more 
students'  backing.  Too  many  years 
have  passed  with  the  same  bunch  go- 
ing out  for  certain  or  all  sports,  the 
same  bunch  attending  the  games. 
How  about  the  others  who  are  hold- 
ing back? 

A  word  as  to  the  coming  events — 
Baseball  with  Jimmy  LeCain  coach- 
ing will  need  some  new  faces  to  take 
over  those  of  last  year's.  It's  up  to 
the  student  body  what  kind  of  a 
team  is  put  out. 

Track  with  Mr.  Wilson  will  need 
a  bunch  of  new  fellows  to  keep  the 
record  of  good  track  teams  up. 

Golf  with  Mr.  Albro  is  surely  in 
need  of  more  players.  To  those  who 
want  a  chance  to  go  after  a  title 
here  is  a  good  chance. 

Mr.  Dean  will  be  able  to  use  some 
tennis  players  and  the  courts  are  not 
far  away. 

Miss  Baker  will  enjoy  seeing  more 
girls  out  for  the  various  sports  that 
are  provided  for  them.  It's  up  to 
you. 

Harty  Sass  was  one  of  the  best 
fioormen  on  the  basketball  team  this 
year,  taking  over  the  captaining 
after  "Jeppy"  left.  Harty  is  well 
known  on  the  floor  for  that  "grin" 
as  he  shakes  hands  with  his  oppo- 
nent. 

"Spike"  Swartz,  the  mighty 
"Marchy,"  has  tried  a  hand  at  nearly 
all  sports  and  does  very  well  at  all. 
He  and  "Jep"  teamed  up  as  a  very 
aggressive  pair  of  forwards. 

John  Kroesser  in  his  first  year  of 
basketball  succeeded  in  making  the 
varsity  and  played  a  good  game  at 
center  and  guard.  Kroesser  is  another 
three-sport  man,  as  he  plays  football 
and  baseball  also. 
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After  High  School  What? 


Each  year  high  school  seniors  are  con- 
fronted with  the  serious  and  sometimes  per- 
plexing question —  "After  High  School, 
What?"  Those  who  choose  to  enter  college, 
soon  find  themselves  facing  a  similar  ques- 
tion—"After  College,  What?" 

For  many  years  the  Bryant  &  Stratton 
Commercial  School  of  Boston  has  been  help- 
ing both  high  school  and  college  graduates  to 
answer  these  questions  in  a  satisfactory  man- 
ner, enabling  them  to  capitalize  the  training 
already  acquired,  but  which,  too  often,  has 
not  fitted  them  to  enter  positions  that  will 
immediately  give  satisfactory  returns,  or  fur- 
nish desirable  entrance  to  worthy  careers. 

To  those  who  choose  to  enter  business, 
Bryant  &  Stratton  affords  unsurpassed  facili- 
ties for  securing  a  training  that  will  lead  to 
successful  careers  in  the  business  world. 

Young  men  as  a  rule,  find  it  to  their  ad- 
vantage to  secure  the  training  of  the  Business 
Administration  Course,  which  because  of  its 
comprehensive  scope  has  largely  supplanted 
the  General  Business  Course,  so  popular  in 
former  years.  It  is  well  worth  the  short  ex- 
tra time  necessary  for  its  completion,  as  it 
includes  training  in  both    executive   and   ac- 


counting subjects.  The  young  man  who 
shows  signs  of  leadership  and  has  an  aptitude 
for  Shorthand  and  Typing  will  find  such  abil- 
ity a  valuable  asset,  enabling  him  to  meet 
the  increasing  demand  on  the  part  of  busi- 
ness executives  for  young  men,  who,  begin- 
ning their  business  careers  as  secretaries, 
may  develop  the  ability  to  assume  the  more 
important  obligations  of  executive   positions. 

Capable  young  women,  who  in  addition  to 
a  thorough  high  school  education  acquire  such 
training  as  Bryant  &  Stratton  affords  in  the 
Secretarial  Course,  multiply  their  value  and 
their  opportunities,  both  with  regard  to  the 
more  desirable  positions  and  larger  salaries. 

Graduates  of  the  Quincy  High  School  are 
not  required  to  take  entrance  examinations; 
and  will  be  enabled  to  advance  as  rapidly  as 
individual  ability  and  the  standards  of  the 
school  permit.  Those  who  have  had  com- 
mercial training  will  be  permitted  to  enter 
advanced  finishing  courses. 

We  suggest  that  students  interested  in  a 
business  career  write  to  Principal  L.  O. 
White,  at  334  Boylston  Street,  Boston,  Mass., 
who  will  be  pleased  to  supply  full  informa- 
tion. 


•"  KNOWLEDGE  ••« 

With  an  organization  of  men  who  Know 
their  work — in  a  plant  of  modern  equip- 
ment— we  are  able  to  offer  you  an  efficient 
service — and  the  highest  quality  of 

PHOTO-ENGRAVING 

IN    LINE— HALF-TONE   OR  COLOR 

DONOVAN  &  SULLIVAN  ENGRAVING  CO. 

235-237  CONGRESS  ST.,  BOSTON 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  adv.ertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


You  really  feel  at  Home  when  you  Eat  HERE! 

HOME  LUNCH 

M.  and  L.  PERKINS 

81   BEALE  STREET  WOLLASTON 


MITCHELL'S 

MARKET 


19  Beale  St.,  Wollaston 


Typewriters 

Bought— Sold— Rented 

Only  agent  in  Quincy  for  the 

Remington  Portable  Typewriter 

Also  Corona  and  Royal  Portable 
Typewriters 

Moore — Waterman — Parker 
Ingersoll 

Fountain  Pens 

Dennison's  Goods  School  Supplies 

McKENZIE'S 

Tel.  President    5131       3  Temple  Street 


Dieges  &  Clust 

If -we  made  it,  it's  right" 

Class  Rings     Fraternity  Pins 
Charms  and  Medals 

for  every  sport 

Prize  Cups  and  Plaques 


73  Tremont  St., 


Boston 


B.  A.  BANKS 

Groceries  and   Provisions 

133  Beach  St„  Wollaston 

Tel.   President    1427 


Squantum  Medicine  Store 

744  East  Squantum  St. 
Squantum 


T.  Y.  Connors, 


Proprietor 


You  get  a  lot 
of  Service 
for  your 
Money  here  ! 

Pres.    1020 


265  Granite  Street,  Quincy,  Mass. 
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Some  of  the  Ads  in  this  issue  are  student  written.     See  if  you  can  find   them 


SCRAMBLED  EGGS 


An  Interview  with  Sally  F.  Dawes 
By  Ruth  Dark. 


MID  much  bowing  and  scrap- 
ing of  feet  I  was  ushered 
into  a  spacious  room  which 
had  No.  117  on  the  door. 
Directly  I  entered,  my  roving  eye  dis- 
cerned the  small  figure  curled  up  in 
a  big  arm  chair,  pensively  smoking  a 
cigarette  in  a  long  modernistic  hold- 
er. Her  hair  was  platinum  blonde, 
cut  very  short,  curled  in  ringlets  to 
form  a  halo  around  her  head.  She 
wore  a  heavy  make-up,  consisting  of 
blue  eye-shadow,  black-beaded  eye- 
lashes, and  conflicting  shades  of  red 
on  lips  and  cheeks.  Her  backless 
chiffon  pajamas  were  bright  purple. 
I  was  in  the  presence  of  "Singing 
Sal,"  the  original  "burp-burp-a- 
durp"  girl. 

Opening  her  eyes  wide  and  pouting 
those  well-known  ruby  lips,  the  baby 
voice  chirped:  "Hello,  gorgeous!" 
Somewhat   taken   aback,   I   stam- 


Teacher:  "Why  is  the  cook  putting 
salt  on  the  tail   of    the    fish?" 

Miss  Lewis:  "Because  it  is  getting 
too  fresh." 
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mered  the  opening  phrases  of  my 
carefully-prepared  speech: 

"I  represent  the  Quincy  High 
School  magazine — " 

"Aw,  can  the  chatter;  park  the 
body"'- — indicating  a  chair  placed  so 
that  it  faced  her  at  a  most  flattering 
angle. 

With  pencil  poised  over  open  note- 
book, I  started  to  ask  the  first  ques- 
tion, but  before  I  had  a  chance  to 
utter  a  sound,  the  little-girl  voice 
intoned  with  rehearsed  precision: 

"You  may  tell  my  Public  that  I  am 
deeply  gr-gra-grratified,  aw,  say  I'm 
just  a  simple  home  girl  what  ain't 
voised  in  da  wily  ways  of  Noo  Yawk." 

"To  what  do  you  attribute  your 
success?" 

"To  hard  woik  and  honnust  end- 
endea  —  aw.  I  can't  remember  dem 
woids.  Joe,  bring  me  form  number 
XO  14  for  schools  and  churches,  and 
give  it  to  da  lady." 
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Estimates   Cheerfully  Given 
9  Gladstone  Street  SQUANTUM,  MASS. 
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Scotch  Scramble 


First  TE,N  here  gets  a  dollar 
discount  on  a  good  Perma- 
nent Wave. 


One  dollar  deposit  when  appointment 
is  made  holds  your  place. 


tiusiness  Courses 

FOR  YOUNG  MEN— 

Business  Administration  and 
Accounting  Courses  as  prepa- 
ration for  sales,  credit,  financial 
and  accounting  positions*  Col- 
lege grade  instruction.  Highly 
specialized  technical  training 
in  two  years. 

FOR  YOUNG  WOMEN— 

Executive  Secretarial,  Steno- 
graphic Secretarial,  Steno- 
graphic, and  Finishing  Courses 
as  preparation  for  attractive 
secretarial  positions.  Individ- 
ual advancement. 

FOR  BOTH  Young  Men 

and  Young  Women- 
Business      and     Bookkeeping 
Courses     as    preparation    for 
general     business     and     office 
positions. 


For  new  illustrated  catalogue,  sent 
w'thout  obligation,  address 
F.  H.  BURDETT,  President 


Durdett   L 


raining 


— whether  secured  before  or  after  college,  is  helpful 
throughout  life.  It  is  an  essential  part  of  the  equipment 
of  every  young  person  in  seeking  employment  or  in 
building  a  career.  Courses  include  basic  subjects  with 
several  distinct  opportunities  for  specialization.  Instruc- 
tion intensely  practical.  Close  attention  paid  to  indi- 
vidual needs.     Separate  courses  for  men  and  women. 

Burdett  students  last  year  came  from  70  universities  and 
colleges,  356  high  schools,  114  academies,  and  165  other 
business,  normal,  and  special  schools.  Graduates  of 
Burdett  College  receive  the  assistance  of  a  well-organized 
placement  service.  School  facilities  are  unsurpassed. 
Students  are  trained  by  an  able  and  experienced  faculty. 
Previous  business  training  is  not  required  for  entrance. 
Correspondence  is  invited. 

FALL  TERM  BEGINS  SEPTEMBER  6th 

BurdettCollege 

A  Professional  Business  School  of  College  Qrade 
156  STUART  STREET,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


Some  of  the  A'ls  in  this  issue  are  student  written.     See  if  you  can  find  them 


New   Tuxedos    For    Hire 

Pettengill's 

Ask  for  s 

pecial  Q.H.S.  rates 

■    READ  &  WHITE 

Jeweler 

Pi 

cnlll^l 

TUXEDOS 

CAPS  and  GOWNS 

BLUE  COATS  and    WHITK 
FLANNEL  TROUSERS 

For 

GRADUATIONS 

1 1 1  SUMMER  STREET 

and  93  MASS.  AVE. 

BOSTON 

Our  jewels  come  from  far  away, 
They  always  outshine  the  rest, 
Our  prices  are  the  lowest, 
Of  stones  that  give  the  best. 

1462  Hancock  St.,    -    Quincy 

\ 

iVoolworth  Building,     PROVIDENCE,  R.  I. 

Charles  Jago 

Class  Pins              Pendants                    Fraternity 
Club  Pins              Charms                      Jewelry 
Class  Rings           Medals                       Favors 

Miller's  Shoe  Store 

Style?    Yes,  that  is  just  what  we  mean, 

J.  Richard  O'Neil  Co. 

School  and  College 

all  the  latest  models  for  every  occasion. 
The  new  oxford  type  with  the  all  leath- 
er heel,   dainty  pump  for  dances,    snap- 
py low  heel  oxfords  for  sport,  and  the 
newest  strap  shoe  for  dress. 

Jewelers 

One  Uniform  Price 

$2.50 

282  Franklin  Street,  Central  Square 
Cambridge,  Mass. 

659  Hancock  St.,     Wollaston 
1631  Hancock  St..         Quincy 

C.  Sansone  C&,  Sons 

DEPEND    ON    ICE 

in  all  weather 

Choice  Fruits 
Vegetables 
and  Groceries 

Granite  City  Ice  Co.,  Inc. 

23  Granite  Street  and 
9  Depot  Ave. 

550  Adams  St. 
83  PennSt. 

Tel.   President    2400 

Candy  and  Fruit  by 
Tel.  President  6960               TELEGRAPH 

Save  with  Ice 

Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


IN  THE  LONG  RUN 


You  and  your  friends  will  prize  the  portrait  that 
looks  like  you — your  truest  self,  free  from  stage 
effects  and  little  conceits. 

It  is  in  this  "long  run"  photography  that  PURDY 
success  has  been  won. 

Portraiture  by  the  camera  that  one  cannot  laugh 
or  cry  over,  in  later  years. 

For  present  pleasure  and  future  pride  protect  your 
photographic  self  by  having  PURDY  make  the 
portraits. 


OTTTDTyyr      160  TREMONT  street 


j  BOSTON,  MASS. 


Official  Photographer  Q.  H.  S.,  Class    of  June  1930,  Feb.  1931,    June  '31 
and  Feb.  '32. 


Special  Discount  Rates  to  all  students  of  Q.  H.  S. 


Some  of  the  Ads  in  this  issue  are  student  written.     See  if  you  can  find  them. 


HOSTESS 
CUP  CAKES 


Can  be  purchased 
in  our  Cafeteria 


Cars  Washed  $1.50 

Day  and  Night  Service 

WOLLASTON    AUTO  SERVICE 
GARAGE 

77  Woodbine  St.,  Wollaston  Station 

Tel.  Granite  8937 


FOY'S 

Stores  have  upheld 
a  standard  in 

QUALITY 

SERVICE 

PRICES 

for  32  years 

1177   HANCOCK   STREET 
39  FRANKLIN  STREET 


QUINCY 


R.M. 


Johnson's  Filling'  Station 

If  its  a  flat  or  a  noise  in  the  bus, 

Don't  stand  around  the  old  wagon  and  cuss; 

Hop  over  to  Johnson's  on  Hancock  near  Beach; 

Prices  and  service  are  all  in  your  reach. 

You'll  drive  away  with  a  smile  on  your  face, 

And  tell  all  your    friends    that  Johnson's   the 
place. 

700  HANCOCK  STREET 
WOLLASTON,  MASS. 


Electric  Power  Greasing  done  under  cover 

Irene  Starrett 


■ 


Buy  from  Merchants  who  advertise  in  the  Golden-Rod 


